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They  had  not  proceeded  far  through  the  wood,  when  they  reached  a  sleigh  drawn  by  four  black 
horses,  and  in  which  six  other  white  figures  appeared.  On  placing  the  young 
lady  in  the  sleigh,  her  strange  conducter  assisted  the  man  in. 
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THE  SEVEN  WHITE  BEARS 

Or,  THE  BAND  OF  FATE 


By  RICHARD  R.  MONTGOMERY 


CHAPTER  I. — The  Band  of  Fate. 

Secret  societies  have  existed,  and  they  will  con¬ 
tinue  to  exist,  under  all  tyrannical  governments. 
Nicholas  of  Russia,  who  ruled  over  that  great 
country  more  than  fifty  years  ago,  was  one  of 
the  most  infamous  tyrants  recorded  in  history. 
During  his  reign  serfdom  prevailed  throughout 
his  whole  empire,  and  those  who  were  not  slaves 
in  name,  from  the  highest  to  the  lowest,  were 
subject  to  the  most  inhuman  persecutions  at  the 
hands  of  their  cruel  ruler  and  his  armed  follow¬ 
ers.  Great  nobles  were  put  to  death  or  sent  to 
the  wilds  of  Siberia  for  life  at  the  mere  beck  of 
the  tyrant.  Merchants  and  traders  who  offended 
the  tyrant’s  favorites  were  seized  at  the  dead  of 
night  and  secretly  put  to  death  or  banished  to 
the  frozen  regions,  and  their  relatives  and  friends 
never  heard  of  them  afterward. 

Fair  women  and  brave  young  men  were  also 
sacrificed  at  the  pleasure  of  the  autocrat  or  his 
powerful  nobles  without  committing  the  slightest 
offense  against  the  laws  of  man.  Just  previous 
to  the  great  war  in  the  Crimea,  Nicholas  of  Rus¬ 
sia  was  persecuting  his  people  in  a  fearful  man¬ 
ner,  and  deep  and  sullen  murmurs  could  be  heard 
on  every  side.  Spies  and  detectives  prowled 
around  in  all  the  great  cities,  and  more  especially 
in  St.  Petersburg,  the  capital  of  the  nation.  Citi¬ 
zens  were  arrested  every  night  and  lodged  in  the 
gloomy  prisons,  from  whence  very  few  came 
forth  except  to  be  led  out  to  death  or  sent  to  life¬ 
long  exile  in  the  frozen  regions  of.  Siberia.  Two 
young  men,  who  may  have  been  students,  walked 
along  one  of  the  principal  streets  arm  in  arm. 
They  were  wrapped  up  in  fur  coats  and  capes  so 
that  their  faces  could  not  be  seen,  and  they  were 
conversing  aloud  in  careless  tones.  On  reaching 
a  corner  -of  the  street  the  young  men  separated, 
the  taller  of  the  two  going  straight  on,  as  he  re¬ 
marked: 

“I  will  see  you  at  the  hotel  to-night  again, 
friend.” 

The  tall  young  man  kept  on  until  he  reached  a 
house  of  respectable  appearance,  when  he  ascend¬ 
ed  the  steps  and  knocked  at  the  door.  A  rough¬ 
looking  man  of  fifty,  who  stood  as  erect  as  a  sol¬ 
dier  on  duty,  opened  the  door  and  inquired: 

“What  do  you  want,  sir?” 

“I  wish  to  see  Dr.  Norgo.” 

“Where  do  you  come  from?” 

“Moscow,  and  my  name  is  Volga.” 


“Then  enter,  sir,  and  I  will  guide  you  up  to  the 
dissecting  room.” 

The  other  young  student,  who  had  turned  down 
through  a  side  street,  had  not  proceeded  very  faf 
when  he  paused  before  the  open  window  of  a 
fancy  store,  as  he  said  to  himself: 

“I  will  give  my  traveling  friend  time  to  pass 
on,  as  I  have  yet  five  minutes  to  spare.” 

After  looking  in  at  the  window  for  a  few  min¬ 
utes,  the  young  man  retraced  his  steps,  and  then 
hastened  to  the  door  of  the  house  which  his  late 
companion  had  entered.  In  answer  to  his  sum¬ 
mons  the  old  soldier  opened  it  again,  and  put  the 
usual  inquiries.  The  young  man  answered  in  a 
satisfactory  manner,  as  he  was  also  admitted  and 
led  upstairs  by  the  old  veteran.  When  the  last 
young  man  entered  the  doctor’s  house,  a  man 
standing  in  a  deep  hallway  on  the  other  side  of 
the  street,  and  who  was  also  muffled  up  in  furs, 
muttered : 

“That  makes  the  seventh  who  entered  there  to¬ 
night,  and  they  are  all  strangers  in  the  city  ex¬ 
cept  one.” 

The  old  veteran  led  the  second  young  man  up 
to  the  second  story  of  the  house,  and  then  knock¬ 
ed  five  times  on  a  door  in  rapid  succession,  and, 
after  pausing  some  seconds,  followed  up  with  two 
more  raps.  The  door  was  instantly  opened  at  the 
end  of  the  knocking  and  a  venerable  old  gentle¬ 
man  received  them  in  an  ante-room,  saying: 

“Who  comes  now,  Peter?” 

“It  is  the  seventh,  I  believe,”  answered  the  old 
veteran,  pointing  to  the  young  student,  “and  he 
comes  from  Moscow  also,  doctor.” 

The  old  doctor  looked  at  the  young  man,  who 
had  removed  his  fur  cap,  while  the  old  veteran 
retired,  closing  the  door  after  him. 

“Why  do  you  seek  me  to-night?” 

“In  order  to  report  on  the  state  of  affairs  along 
the  river  where  I  live.” 

“What  is  the  name  of  that  river?” 

“The  Don.” 

“Have  you  suffered  from  the  powers  that  be?” 

“I  have  suffered,  as  I  have  lost  my  father  and 
my  uncle  within  the  last  month.” 

The  old  doctor  nodded  his  head  in  approval,  and 
then  grasped  the  young  man  by  the  hand,  as  he 
remarked: 


“I  think  you  will  prove  a  good  selection,  pro¬ 
viding  you  will  stand  the  tests.” 

“I  am  prepared  for  the  trials,”  answered  the 
young  man  in  earnest  tones. 

“Then  put  aside  your  coat  and  hat  and  enter 
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the  dissecting  room  with  me,  to  be  introduced^  to 
your  associates  in  the  grand  work  before  you.” 

The  old  doctor  then  led  him  from  the  ante¬ 
room  into  a  very  large  apartment  at  the  back  of 
the  house,  in  the  center  of  which  stood  a  marble 
table.” 

One  of  the  students  was  bending  over  the  dead 
body  when  the  seventh  of  their  unmber  entered 
with  the  old  doctor,  and  the  young  man  from  the 
Don  could  notice  that  he  was  weeping  bitterly. 
Before  the  last  comer  could  notice  much  more,  a 
tall,  active  young  man,  wearing  a  heavy  reddish 
mustache,  stole  toward  him  with  a  pleasant  smile 
on  his  face,  saying  in  friendly  tones: 

“And  so  you  are  bound  for  the  same  destina¬ 
tion,  my  pleasant  traveling  companion?” 

The  old  doctor  then  interposed,  saying: 

“It  is  well  that  you  know  each  other  already, 
but  I  will  now  introduce  you  in  due  form.  Broth¬ 
er  Volga,  this  young  gentleman  is  from  the  River 
Don,  and  by  that  name  he  will  be  known  in  the 
Band  of  Fate.  Brother  Don,  this  tall  friend  of 
yours  comes  from  the  river  Volga,  and  you  will 
know  him  hereafter  by  that  title.” 

The  young  men  clasped  hands  in  the  most  ear¬ 
nest  manner.  The  old  doctor  then  led  Don  to  the 
table  and  introduced  him  to  the  others  in  turn, 
all  of  whom  were  known  in  that  apartment  by 
the  names  borne  by  some  of  the  principal  rivers 
in  Russia.  On  reaching  the  young  student  who 
was  weeping  over  the  dead  body  and  who  brushed 
the  tears  from  his  eyes  on  the  approach  of  the 
stranger,  the  doctor  said: 

“Sister  Duna,  this  is  Brother  Don.  She  is 
weeping  over  her  father,  who  was  put  to  death  by 
the  tyrant  two  nights  ago.” 

As  the  young  student  pressed  the  hand  of  the 
disguised  young  girl  he  looked  earnestly  into  her 
flashing,  deep-set  eyes. 

“I  live  only  for  vengeance!”  muttered  the  dis¬ 
guised  girl. 

“And  for  the  rescue  of  your  friends  and  the 
friends  of  the  bands,”  said  the  doctor,  in  im¬ 
pressing  tones.  “We  will  come  to  order  now, 
brothers,”  and  he  seized  a  large  dissecting  knife 
and  took  his  stand  at  the  head  of  the  table. 

The  pretended  students  ranged  themselves 
around  in  silence  while  the  old  doctor  continued, 
saying: 

“Brothers  of  the  Band  of  Fate,  you  all  know 
why  you  have  been  sent  here  to  me.  A  secret 
call  has  been  sent  throughout  the  country  by  the 
order,  of  which  I  am  the  head  here  in  St.  Peters¬ 
burg.  In  order  to  baffle  the  tyrant  who  rules 
over  Russia  at  present,  it  has  been  decided  to 
form  select  bands  for  the  special  purpose  of  res¬ 
cuing  his  victims  who  are  being  sent  to  that  des¬ 
olate  region  known  as  Siberia.” 

The  old  doctor  paused  a  moment,  and  Duna 
sighed  again  as  she  said  to  herself,  casting  a 
glance  at  the  face  of  the  dead  man  at  the  same 
time: 

“We  cannot  rescue  the  dead,  but  we  can  avenge 
them,  and  I  will  slay  the  tyrant  when  the  war  is 
over.” 

The  old  doctor  continued,  saying: 

“It  has  been  therefore  decided  by  the  secret 
council  to  send  forth,  with  each  batch  of  pris¬ 
oners  destined  for  Siberia,  a  faithful  band  com¬ 
posed  of  not  more  than  seven  members. 


* 

“You  have  been  selected  on  the  first  call,  and  it 
will  be  your  duty  to  start  out  on  or  before  the 
morning  of  the  second  day  hence.  You  will  con¬ 
sult  together  and  select  any  disguise  you  may 
agree  upon.” 

“Who  will  be  our  leader?”  inquired  the  young 
man  known  as  Don. 

“You  will  select  your  leader  also,  as  the  coun¬ 
cil  has  decided' certain  tests  on  that  point.” 

Before  continuing  his  remarks,  the  old  doctor 
waved  his  hand  around  the  large  apartment,  and 
then  addressed  his  young  friends,  saying: 

“You  w^ll  perceive  that  this  place  is  fitted  up 
as  a  gymnasium  and  a  dissecting-room  also.  Our 
object  is  to  baffle  the  spies,  should  they  burst  in 
on  us,  by  pretending  that  I  am  giving  you  in¬ 
structions  in  surgery,  and  you  will  know  how  to 
act  on  the  first  alarm.  You  will  seize  the  knives 
placed  on  the  table  before  you,  and  you  will  fling 
aside  any  weapons  you  may  be  using  in  a  trial  of 
skill  at  the  moment.” 

“What  are  the  tests,  father?”  demanded  one 
of  the  young  men  who  had  not  yet  spoken. 

“The  council  has  decided  that  only  the  bravest, 
the  most  active,  and  the  wisest  of  our  members 
throughout  the  land  are  entitled  to  act  in  the 
great  work  marked  out,  and  I  know  that  you  have 
all  been  selected  in  your  different  localities  on 
that  account.  The  council  has  also  decided  that 
a  member  of  each  band  excelling  in  certain  tests 
of  skill  and  wisdom  will  be  the  leader  of  the 
chosen  seven.” 

“What  is  the  first  test,  father?”  inquired  a 
voice. 

“Strength.  Move  the  table  aside  and  we  will 
go  on  with  the  trial.” 

The  table  moved  on  smooth-running  rollers,  and 
it  was  pushed  into  a  comer  of  the  large  apart¬ 
ment  without  making  the  least  noise. 


CHAPTER  II. — Trials  of  Strength  and  Skill. 

At  a  word  from  the  old  doctor,  all  the  young 
people  flung  aside  the  students’  gowns  and  hats 
they  were  wearing  around  the  dissecting  table, 
and  they  then  appeared  in  close-fitting  garments 
such  as  those  worn  by  athletes  when  performing 
in  gymnasiums,  only  still  retaining  the  dark  pan¬ 
taloons  in  case  of  a  sudden  surprise.  Then  the 
old  doctor  said: 

“It  has  been  decided  by  the  council  that  I  am 
to  be  the  sole  umpire  in  the  contest.  I  have  also 
the  power  to  reject  any  person  who  may  not,  in 
my  opinion,  come  up  to  the  standard  of  what  is 
required  in  the  arduous  wbrk  before  you.  As 
strength  and  endurance  is  one  of  the*  first  re¬ 
quirements  in  your  grand  mission,  we  will  com¬ 
mence  with  a  wrestling  match.” 

A  confident  smile  passed  over  Volga’s  face,  and 
he  stretched  out  his  brawny  arms  to  their  full 
length,  as  he  remarked: 

“I  was  the  best  wrestler  on  the  banks  of  the 
Volga. 

The  old  doctor  sprinkled  sawdust  on  the  middle 
of  the  floor  as  the  two  young  friends  advanced  to 
the  friendly  encounter  with  smiling  faces.  The 
contest  was  soon  over,  although  it  was  verv  vio¬ 
lent  while  it  lasted,  and  the  champion  from  the 
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Volga  defeated  his  opponent  by  hurling  him  on 
the  floor  in  two  of  the  three  bouts  in  the  trial 
"Who  will  engage  Volga  next?”  inquired  the 
old  doctor,  "or  must  I  declare  him  victoi  in  the 

1  As  none  of  the  others  would  engage  the  wres¬ 
tler  from  the  Volga,  the  old  doctor  cried: 

“Fencing  is  the  next  in  order,  as  all  the  mem¬ 
bers  of  the  Band  of  Fate  must  be  excellent 


swordsmen.”  ,  , ,  .  ,  .  , 

While  thus  speaking  the  old  doctor  seized  one 

of  the  swords  hanging  on  the  side  of  the  wall, 
placing  a  wire  mask  on  his  face  at  the  same  time 

also  saying:  ,  „  ,  .  • 

“I  served  in  the  army,  and  I  know  how  to  use 
a  sword.  I  will  engage  you  all  in  turn.  Brother 
Volga,  as  the  victor  in  the  last  game,  you  will 

fence  with  me  first.”  , ,  ,  , 

The  tall  young  athlete  prepared  for  the  contest. 
Volga  was  a  good  swordsman,  but  he  was  no 
match  for  the  skillful  old  doctor,  who  disarmed 
the  red-haired  youth  after  a  short  struggle.  The 
successful  wrestler  retired  a  little  mortified,  and 
the  old  doctor  cried  out: 

“Brother  Don  will  engage  me  next. 

The  handsome  young  fellow  who  claimed  he 
had  received  his  training  in  America  then  took 
hi*  place  before  the  old  doctor,  and  a  brilliant 
contest  ensued.  After  fencing  about  five  minutes 

the  old  veteran  cried:  _  , 

“You  fence  remarkably  well.  Brother  Don,  and 

now  I  request  you  to  set  on  me.” 

The  young  man  did  set  on  with  great  force  ana 
vigor  and  in  less  than  a  minute  after  the  sword 
went  flying  from  the  old  doctor’s  hand  up  to  the 
j  ceiling/  the  young  victor  catching  it  with  his  left 
!  hand  as  it  fell.  The  generous  old  veteran  stared 
i  at  his  young  opponent  in  amazement  for  some 
moments,  while  a  murmur  of  applause  rang 


through  the  room. 

“That  is  extraordinary,”  cried  the  old  doctor, 
"and  I  honestly  declare  that  you  are  the  best 
swordsman  I  ever  encountered,  Brother  Don.  As 
I  am  defeated,  I  now  declare  that  you  will  fence 
i  with  the  others  in  turn,  and  the  victor  in  the 
j  contest  will  be  the  swordsman  who  defeats  you.” 

Brother  Don  defeated  all  the  others  in  turn, 
i  except  Brother  Duna.  She  now  took  up  a  foil 
and  faced  Brother  Don.  They  set  on  with  vigor, 
and  murmurs  of  applause  rang  out  as  the  en¬ 
thusiastic  spectators  perceived  that  the  young 
;  woman  had  the  best  of  the  bout.  A  ringing  shout 
of  applause  burst  forth  at  last  when  they  saw 
i  Don’s  sword  flying  from  his  grasp,  while  the  old 

f  doctor  cried:  #  „ 

“Order,  brothers,  or  the  spies  will  be  on  us. 

Don  bent  down  before  the  young  woman  on  one 
i  knee,  and  addressed  her  in  manly  tones,  saying: 

“I  am  fairly  vanquished;  and  1  declare  that  you 
are  the  best  swordsman  that  I  ever  encountered, 
1  Brother  Duna.” 

“You  were  weary,  or  the  result  would  have  been 
different,”  answered  the  young  woman,  with  a 
generous  smile. 

The  other  contests  consisted  in  leaping  over 
bar  :,  firing  at  marks  with  air  pistols,  and  in 
r*c<  around  the  large  apartment.  Volga  bore 
away  the  palm  in  high  jumps,  the  youth  from  the 
Dor.  proved  to  be  the  fleetest  of  the  seven,  while 
the  voung  woman  from  the  Duna  proved  to  be 


the  crack  shot  of  the  band.  All  the  others  ac¬ 
quitted  themselves  to  the  perfect  satisfaction  of 
the  old  doctor,  who  addressed  them,  saying: 

“Draw  forth  the  table  again,  as  we  have  to  de¬ 
cide  between  two  rivals.  Brother  Volga  has 
proved  himself  superior  in  strength  and  agility, 
and  Brother  Duna  is  the  best  swordsman  and  best 
shot.  It  now  remains  to  be  proved  which  of  you 
possesses  the  most  wisdom  and  courage,  in  or¬ 
der  to  guide  the  Band  of  Fate  on  its  glorious 
mission.” 

At  that  moment  a  bell  rang  in  the  corner  of 
the  room,  and  the  old  doctor  exclaimed  in  ex¬ 
cited  tones: 

“That  is  a  warning  from  Peter  that  the  spies 
are  on  us,  and - ” 

Before  the  venerable  old  man  could  complete 
the  sentence  the  old  veteran  rushed.mto  the  room 
crying: 

“The  soldiers  of  the  emperor  have  forced  in  the 
door,  and  they  are  coming  this  way.” 

The  old  veteran  had  scarcely  concluded  the  an¬ 
nouncement  when  the  tramp  of  heavy  feet  were 
heard  in  the  ante-room,  and  then  into  the  main 
apartment  marched  a  dozen  Russian  soldiers  with 
a  young  officer  at  their  head. 

“I  arrest  you  all  in  the  name  of  the  emperor. 
Down  on  your  knees  and  surrender,  or  my  men 
will  slaughter  you  like  so  many  wolves.” 

Four  or  five  of  the  young  conspirators  drew 
pistols  from  under  their  garbs  on  the  instant  and 
presented  them  at  the  soldiers,  Volga  crying: 

“Fight  to  the  death,  as  it  is  better - ” 

“Hold,  hold,  friend  1”  cried  Brother  Duna,  as 
the  young  woman  sprang  out  before  the  others 
and  fell  on  her  knees  before  the  young  officer. 
“We  are  peaceable  citizens,  officer.  We  are  stu¬ 
dents  under  instruction  with  good  Dr.  Norgo 
here,  and  why  should  we  be  arrested  when  we 
have  not  committed  any  crimes?” 

The  old  doctor  cried: 

“Brother  Volga,  you  are  strong  and  active,  but 
you  do  not  possess'  wisdom  enough,  or  presence 
of  mind,  either,  to  lead  the  Band  of  Fate.  Re¬ 
tire,  friends,  and  the  last  test  is  over.” 

The  young  woman  sprang  to  her  feet  and  con¬ 
fronted  the  doctor,  saying: 

“What  is  the  meaning  of  this,  father?” 

“It  means,  Brother  Duna,  that  I  appoint  you 
as  leader  of  the  first  Band  of  Fate.  Brother 
Volga  is  your  superior  in  strength  and  activity, 
but  you  are  his  superior  by  far  in  true  courage 
and  self-possession.  These  soldiers  are  members 
of  our  society  here  in  St.  Petersburg,  and  they 
appeared  thus  disguised  here  now  in  order  to  test 
you  all.” 

“We  will  leave  it  all  to  Brother  Duna,”  re¬ 
sponded  the  youth  from  the  Don. 

“We  will  leave  it  all  to  Brother  Duna,”  said  the 
others  in  chorus,  and  the  wrestler  from  the  Volga 
was  the  most  enthusiastic  in  favor  of  their  chosen 
leader. 


CHAPTER  III.— Bound  for  Siberia. 

On  the  following  night  seven  young  students 
left  St.  Petersburg  in  a  large  sleigh  drawn  by 
four  black  horses.  Through  the  influence  of  an 
official  who  was  in  high  favor  with  the  emperor 
the  young  men  had  received  passes  jjiving  them 
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permission  to  proceed  to  the  Ural  Mountains  on  a 
Stunting  expedition  for  wolves  and  bears.  Two  of 
the  young  students  got  out  at  the  first  halting 
place  and  took  charge  of  four  other  splendid 
ilack  steeds  awaiting  them  there.  The  sleigh 
then  proceeded  on  its  way,  and  the  two  young 
men  followed  on  horseback,  each  of  them  leading 
a  black  steed  on  the  journey.  At  the  next  stop¬ 
ping  place,  which  was  a  large  village,  the  young 
Imnters  received  two  large  trunks,  one  of  which 
contained  ample  provisions  for  the  expedition,  and 
the  other  was  filled  with  the  best  arms  and  am¬ 
munition  then  in  use.  On  the  morning  after  the 
young  students  left  the  city  a  large  batch  of 
prisoners  emerged  from  one  of  the  leading  pri¬ 
sons  on  their  way  to  Siberia.  The  prisoners  were 
conveyed  in  large,  rough  sleighs,  into  which  they 
were  huddled  like  so  many  cattle,  and  they  were 
guarded  along  the  route  by  fifty  mounted  sol¬ 
diers,  under  the  command  of  a  certain  Captain 
Orloff. 

During  the  first  day  of  the  journey  Captain 
Drloff  appeared  to  pay  little  attention  to  any  of 
his  prisoners,  yet  an  observant  eye  could  perceive 
that  he  cast  wistful  glances  at  one  of  the  large 
sleighs  every  now  and  then.  In  the  sleigh  thus 
alluded  to  an  old  man  of  venerable  appearance 
was  stretched  on  a  hard  board,  and  whose  head 
was  supported  by  a  beautiful  young  girl,  who 
was  scarcely  seventeen  years  of  age.  Sitting 
aear  the  old  man  and  his  daughter  was  another 
young  woman  a  little  more  advanced  in  life,  and 
by  her  side  sat  a  bright-looking  lad,  who  was  not 
more  than  seventeen.  The  old  man  appeated  to 
be  feeble  enough,  yet  his  voice  was  clear  and  firm 
as  he  addressed  his  daughter  in  subdued  tones, 
saying: 

“Dear  Constance,  all  hope  is  over  now,  but  I 
sigh  only  for  your  sake.  It  is  cruel  to  think  that 
you  and  your  dear  companions  there  should  suffer 
through  me.” 

“Oh,  father,  father,  it  was  foolish  of  me  to 
declaim  against  the  tyrant,  when  I  should  have 
known  that  his  spies  were  in  every  household  in 
the  city.” 

“It  is  folly  to  deplore  that  now,  my  dear,  but  I 
do  regret  that  your  good  companions  there,  whom 
you  brought  from  America  to  this  accursed  land, 
should  also  be  condemned  to  suffer  with  us,  mere¬ 
ly  because  they  .poke  freely  about  the  tyrant. 
Your  governess  and  her  brother  are  free-born 
Americans,  and  it  is  terrible  to  think  that  they 
should  be  sent  to  Siberia  with  us.” 

The  young  American  governess,  whose  name 
was  Blanche  Dearing,  heard  the  last  words  and 
she  smiled  at  the  old  Polish  nobleman  as  she  said 
to  him: 

“We  are  not  in  Siberia  yet,  Count  Metski,  and  I 
hope  we  will  never  get  there.” 

The  sleighs  and  their  escort  halted  for  the 
night  at  a  small  village,  and  the  unfortunate 
prisoners  were  compelled  to  sleep  on  the  hard 
boards  in  the  guard-room,  where  they  huddled  to¬ 
gether  to  keep  warm.  On  the  following  night  the 
prisoners  stopped  at  a  much  larger  village,  and 
the  sleigh  containing  Count  Metski  and  his 
friends  drew  up  at  a  large  tavern.  Father  and 
daughter  were  then  escorted  into  the  main  room 
of  the  tavern,  while  the  American  governess  and 
hor  young  brother  were  conveyed  to  the  guard¬ 


house.  Captain  Orloff  received  the  old  count  and 
his  daughter  in  the  back  room  of  the  tavern,  and 
pointed  to  a  well-served  table,  as  he  said  to  them: 

“Think  of  the  terrible  life  before  you  in  Si¬ 
beria,  and  remember  that  I  offer  you  freedom 
and  life  in  another  land,  if  you  will  but  consent 
to  bestow  on  me  what  you  refused  before.  I  am 
willing  to  betray  my  trust  now,  and  lead  you 
away  from  hence  to  a  place  of  safety  in  another 
land.  Accept  my  proposal,  I  pray  you,  and  I  will 
take  measures  at  once  for  rescuing  you  both.” 

“Then  my  daughter’s  hand  in  marriage  is  the 
price  you  demand  for  such  service?”  said  the  old 
count. 

“I  will  not  ask  your  daughter’s  hand  in  mar¬ 
riage  until  I  have  placed  you  both  in  a  safe 
refuge.” 

Casting  one  significant  glance  at  her  father, 
she  then  addressed  the  young  officer,  saying: 

“Captain  Orloff,  I  am  willing  to  sacrifice  my 
life  in  behalf  of  my  dear  father,  but  1  cannot 
consent  to  your  proposal  without  due  reflection 
and  consultation  with  him.” 

“Then  I  beg  you  will  partake  of  the  good  sup¬ 
per  I  have  ordered  for  you,  and  I  will  leave  you 
an  hour  alone  to  consult  and  decide  on  my  fate.” 

The  young  officer  retired  from  the  room,  lock¬ 
ing  the  door  after  him,  and  father  and  daughter 
seated  themselves  at  the  table,  the  former  say¬ 
ing: 

“Why  did  you  hesitate  in  replying  to  him?” 

Before  the  young  girl  could  reply  the  window 
was  raised,  and  a  soft,  friendly  voice  addressed 
them,  saying: 

“Good  friends,  be  not  alarmed  at  what  you  may 
no\y  see,  as  I  am  a  friend  in  disguise.” 

A  slight  exclamation  of  dislay  did  escape  the 
young  girl  as  a  form  having  all  the  appearance 
of  a  white  bear  sprang  in  through  the  window 
and  stood  before  them  holding  a  sword  in  one 
paw  and  a  pistol  in  the  other. 


CHAPTER  IV.— The  Seven  White  Bears. 

The  White  Bear  placed  the  sword  and  pistol  on 
the  table  and  continued  to  address'the  old  count 
and  his  daughter  in  subdued  tones,  saying: 

“Proceed  with  your  supper,  friends,  and  I  will 
consult  with  you  in  the  meantime.” 

The  White  Bear  then  stole  to  the  door  and 
bent  his  ear  at  the  keyhole  to  listen  for  a  few 
minutes,  while  father  and  daughter  proceeded  to 
partake  of  the  good  supper  placed  before  them. 
Having  listened  some  minutes,  the  Bear  silently 
drew  a  bolt  on  the  inside  of  the  door,  and  then 
stole  back  to  the  table,  saying; 

“I  believe  we  will  not  be  interrupted  by  Cap¬ 
tain  Orloff  until  the  time  appointed,  yet  I*  would 
advise  you  to  hasten  with  your  meal,  as  we  must 
be  then  hastening  away  from  hence.” 

“Who  are  you,  and  who  are  those  who  aid 
you?”  inquired  the  old  Polish  nobleman. 

“I  cannot  answer  your  question,  count.  It 
should  be  enough  for  you  to  know  that  we  are 
friends  who  are  sworn  to  rescue  you  and  other 
innocent  victims  of  the  tyrant  who  rules  over 
Russia  at  present.” 

“But  bow  can  I  know  but  you  are  an  enemy  in 
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disguise,  and  that  you  propose  to  lead  us  into 

f°"  Count'1'  Metski ,  I  will  inform  you  that  two  of 
vour  best  friends  are  engaged  with  us  m  the 
present  enterprise,  but  I  cannot  mention  their 
name*  The  band  which  I  lead  numbers  seven  in 
all.  with  the  addition  of  a  driver,  who  has  charge 

0i“0\re  you  all  disguised  in  that  manner?  in¬ 
quired  the  young  lady. 

W\VG 

“Why  act  in  this  mysterious  manner?”  inquired 

the  old  count.  .. 

wise  for  you,  Count  MotsKi,  to  Question 

the  motives  or  the  actions  of  one  who  seeks  to 
befriend  you  at  the  risk  of  his  life?” 

“Oh,  my  dear  sir,”  pleaded  the  ypung  lady,  we 
have  two  "dear  friends  in  the  train  who  are  being 
sent  to  Siberia  on  our  account;  is  it  not  possible 

to  rescue  them  with  us?” 

“You  allude  to  the  young  American  lady  and 


her  brother?” 

“I  do,  sir.” 

“The  young  lady  and  her  brother  will  be  res¬ 
cued,  but  not  to-night.” 

Having  thus  expressed  himself,  the  ^  lute  Beai 
stole  to  the  window  by  which  he  had  entered,  and 
peered  out,  while  he  motioned  to  the  old  count 
and  his  daughter  to  eat  as  fast  as  possible. 

“Will  we  trust  him,  Constance?”  whispered  the 


old  man.  ,  ,  , 

“By  all  means,  father.  While  the  strange  be¬ 
ing  disguises  his  voice,  I  feel  certain  that  his 
tones  are  somewhat  familiar  to  me.” 


“Then  we  will  trust  him.” 

A  peculiar  cry  fell  on  the  White  Bear’s  ear  at 
the  moment  as  he  stood  at  the  window,  and  he 
turned  hastilv  to  the  table,  saying: 

“The  moment  has  come,  Count  Metski.  Will 
you  and  your  daughter  come  with  me?” 

“We  will.” 

“Then  I  will  bear  your  daughter  forth,  and  you 
follow  in  my  footsteps  as  close  as  you  can  when 
outside.” 

As  the  White  Bear  spoke,  he  lifted  the  tender 
young  girl  in  his  arms,  and  advanced  to  the  win¬ 
dow  with  her,  saying: 


“Utter  not  a  word  or  a  cry,  and  follow  in  my 
footsteps,  noble  sir.” 

The  White  Bear  sprang  lightly  out  of  the  win¬ 
dow  with  the  young  girl  in  his  arms,  having  se¬ 
cured  the  sword  and  pistol  before  leaving  the 
apartment.  He  then  stole  cautiously  across  the 
yard  and  into  a  narrow  path  at  the  rear,  the  old 
count  following  him  and  treading  in  his  foot¬ 
steps  as  carefully  as  possible.  Not  a  word  was 
uttered  by  the  fugitives  until  they  reached  the 
small  wood  about  two  hundred  yards  back  from 
the  tavern.  They  had  not  proceeded  far  through 
the  wood  when  they  reached  a  sleigh  drawn  by 
four  black  horses,  and  in  which  six  other  white 
figures  appeared.  On  placing  the  young  lady  in 
the  sleigh,  her  strange  conductor  assisted  the*  old 
man  in  also.  He  then  sprang  into  the  sleigh,  and 
hi  six  companions  arose  to  greet  him,  raising 
I  their  swords  aloft  as  one  of  them  said: 

‘  Brave  leader,  we  salute  you  on  your  first  suc- 
ee  s,  and  we  trust  that  it  is  an  omen  of  future 
victories  over  the  tyrant.”* 


“We  will  succeed/’  was  the  curt  response  from 
the  leader.  “Driver,  on  to  our  destination.” 

The  driver  wore  a  thick  fur  coat,  and  a  cap  of 
the  same  material  was  drawn  down  over  his  face. 
After  attempting  to  peer  into  the  driver’s  face, 
the  old  man  turned  to  the  leader  of  the  bears 
and  inquired:  ^ 

“Is  not  that  Peter,  the  old  soldier  who  has 
served  my  old  friend,  Dr.  Norgo,  for  years  past?* 

“Yes,  count.  Peter  is  our  guide  in  the  present 
mission,  as  he  has  often  traveled* to  Siberia  along 
this  route,  and  is  familiar  with  the  mountains  by 
the  way.” 

The  sleigh  was  moving  swiftly  up  toward  the 
mountain,  and  father  and  daughter  were  reclin¬ 
ing  on  soft  rugs,  while  heavy  furs  were  flung 
over  them  to  protect  them  from  the  cold  night 
air.  Captain  Orloff  was  at  the  door  of  the  din¬ 
ing-room  promptly  at  the  hour  appointed,  and 
great  was  his  surprise  on  finding  it  secured  ob 
the  inside.  Calling  on  some  of  the  soldiers  on 
duty  in  the  tavern,  the  door  was  burst  in;  and 
then  an  exclamation  of  rage  came  from  the  young- 
officer  on  perceiving  that  his  guests  had  flown. 
Calling  on  a  dozen  of  his  men  to  mount  in  haste, 
the  young  man  ran  to  the  guardhouse,  where 
three  large  Siberian  bloodhounds  were  chained  ai 
the  time.  The  three  hounds  were  led  forth  by 
three  mounted  keepers,  who  held  them  in  check 
by  long  steel  chains  formed  in  thin  links.  On. 
reaching  the  window  at  the  back  of  the  tavern, 
and  on  receiving  instructions  from  their  keepers, 
the  bloodhounds  took  up  the  human  scent  and 
bounded  away  toward  the  wood,  baying  in  an 
ominous  manner,  and  tugging  at  the  chain  as  if 
eager  for  blood.  Captain  Orloff  rode  on  after 
the  keepers  at  the  head  of  a  dozen  of  the  mount¬ 
ed  guards,  the  young  officer  crying,  in  loud  and 
imperative  tones: 

“On  your  lives,  slaves,  do  not  let  the  dogs  touch 
the  prisoners  when  they  come  up  with  them,  and 
they  cannot  be  far  off.” 


CHAPTER  V. — Bloodhounds  and  White  Bears. 

The  sleigh  did  not  proceed  very  fast  on  its  jour¬ 
ney  up  the  mountain,  as  the  old  veteran  knew  that 
the  good  horses  had  a  long  journev  before  them, 
and  he  did  not  care  to  tire  them  at* the  start.  On 
reaching  a  hut  about  five  miles  from  the  village, 
the  leader  called  a  halt,  saying: 

“Our  spare  horses  are  here,  and  we  will  rest 
here  for  a  short  time.” 

The  young  Polish  girl  and  her  father  were  then 
led  into  the  large  hut,  a  portion  of  which  served 
as  a  stable  for  the  black  horses  held  in  reserve. 
Ihe  old  veteran  strode  into  the  hut,  and  saluted 
the  leader  as  he  replied: 

“The  hounds  are  on  our  track,  captain.” 

The  old  man  and  his  daughter  started  in  terror 
at  the  announcement,  but  the  leader  of  the 
strange  band  motioned  to  them  to  resume  their 
seats  before  the  fire  as  he  inquired  of  Peter: 

“How  far  behind?” 

“About  half  a  mile,  captain.” 

The  leader  turned  to  his  men  and  gave  his  or¬ 
ders  in  a  calm,  clear  voice,  saying: 

“Saddle  three  of  the  horses  taken  from  th« 
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sleigh  and  prepare  the  others  for  the  journey. 
Volga,  Don,  you  will  ride  back  with  me  to  meet 
the  hounds.” 

The  three  saddle  horses  were  ready  in  very 
short  order,  and  the  old  Pole  and  his  daughter 
were  escorted  out  to  the  sleigh.  When  the  poor 
serfs  saw  the  three  strange  horsemen  riding 
down  against  them,  they  became  terror-stricken, 
*nd  their  leader  cried: 

“Hold  the  dogs  in  until  the  soldiers  come  up.” 

The  bloodthirsty  animals  had  been  so  eager  in 
the  chase  that  they  forced  their  keepers  along  at 
such  a  speed  as  to  leave  the  mounted  soldiers  far 
behind.  As  the  three  white  figures  drew  near  on 
the  black  horses  the  keepers  became  paralyzed 
with  terror,  and  they  allowed  the  hounds  to  break 
away  from  them.  When  the  terrible  animals 
were  within  about  two  hundred  yards  of  the 
mounted  Bears,  the  leader  of  the  band  drew  up 
his  steed,  as  he  cried:  “Dismount,  brothers,  and 
advance  to  meet  the  brutes  on  foot.” 

The  three  Bears  dismounted  on  the  instant, 
their  well-trained  horses  standing  perfectly  quiet, 
even  while  the  ferocious  brutes  below  sent  forth 
fiercer  growls  than  before.  Down  against  the 
brutes  rushed  the  three  brave  swordsmen  with 
their  weapons  aloft,  their  leader  saying  to  the 
others : 

“Ten  paces  more,  and  we  will  meet  them  on 
one  knee.  Be  certain  to  strike  at  the  heart  as 
they  spring  for  our  throats,  brave  brothers.” 

The  well-trained  bloodhounds  advanced  to  the 
attack  together,  and  together  they  raised  them¬ 
selves  to  spring  at  their  fearless  foe.  The  swords 
were  thrust  at  the  animals.  The  three  blood¬ 
hounds  sank  on  the  ground,  sending  forth  dying 
moans,  and  up  on  their  feet  sprang  the  fearless 
swordsmen,  their  leader  crying: 

“Poor  serfs,  we  are  your  friends.  Ride  on  with 
us  as  fast  as  you  can,  or  you  will  be  put  to  death 
for  losing  your  hounds.” 

The  keepers  had  drawn  up  a  short  distance  be¬ 
low,  as  if  to  witness  the  brief  conflict,  and  when 
thus  addressed  in  friendly  tones  they  all  cast 
uneasy  glances  back  at  the  advancing  soldiers, 
while  they  remembered  Captain  OrlofFs  threat  at 
the  same  time.  That  young  officer  was  dashing 
along  far  ahead  of  his  men,  and  waving  his  sword 
in  a  frantic  manner,  while  he  yelled  out: 

“You  treacherous  dogs!”  cried  Captain  Orloff, 
“you  are  in  league  with  the  beasts  above,  and  you 
will  be  put  to  death  for  not  guarding  the  hounds.” 

Being  thus  threatened  on  one  side  and  wel¬ 
comed  on  the  other,  the  three  poor  serfs  set 
spurs  to  their  horses  and  rode  up  to  the  strange 
riders  at  full  speed,  their  leader  crying: 

“Who  ever  you  are,  brave  lads,  we  will  cast  our 
lot  with  you.” 

“Halt,  there,  Captain  Orloff,  as  I  want  a  few 
words  with  you.” 

“Death  is  the  word  for  you.  traitor!”  yelled 
Captain  Orloff,  as  he  aimed  a  fierce  blow  at  the 
bearish  figure  when  the  two  steeds  came  to¬ 
gether. 

“Say  defeat  for  yourself,”  answered  the  other, 
as  he  warded  off  the  blow  and  dealt  one  in  re¬ 
turn  that  bore  the  young  officer  from  his  saddle  to 
the  snow. 

The  victor  then  cast  one  glance  back  at  the 


mounted  soldiers,  who  were  advancing  within 
about  three  hundred  yards  of  him,  and  continued: 

“I  will  take  your  horse  as  a  forfeit,  Captain 
Orloff,  and  remember  that  the  White  Bears  have 
baffled  you  in  your  plot  against  Count  Metski  and 
his  daughter,  and  they  will  baffle  you  again.” 

Then  up  to  his  friends  rode  their  gallant  leader 
as  he  cried: 

“Away  with  us  now,  brothers,  and  we  can  laugh 
at  our  pursuers.” 

The  captain  was  staring  up  after  the  White 
Bears,  as  he  rubbed  his  head  in  a  dazed  manner 
and  muttered  aloud: 

“Is  that  the  voice  of  the  dead  I  heard,  or  can  it 
be  that  Ruth  Jones  is  still  alive  and  in  that  bar¬ 
barous  disguise?” 

“We  will  pursue  the  traitors,  captain?”  asked 
one  of  his  men. 

“Yes,  yes,  we  will  pursue  the  fiends.  Dismount 
from  the  best  horse  in  the  troop,  and  I  will  lead 
you  on  after  the  treacherous  dogs.” 

One  of  the  soldiers  was  compelled  to  dismount 
and  take  shelter  in  the  deserted  hut  for  the  time, 
while  on  after  the  Seven  White  Bears  and  their 
friends  rode  the  enraged  young  officer  and  his 
troop,  the  former  muttering  in  fierce  tones: 

“Ruth  Jones  had  not  a  brother,  and  her  father 
is  dead.  It  must  have  been  her  own  voice  I 
heard,  when  I  could  have  sworn  that  her  bones 
were  lying  at  the  bottom  of  the  Duna.” 


CHAPTER  VI. — A  Brave  American  Girl. 

Early  on  the  following  morning  the  silent  cav¬ 
alcade  moved  on  again,  with  two  of  the  prisoners 
of  the  former  day  counted  among  ;the  missing. 
Blanche  Dearing,  the  brave  young  American  gov¬ 
erness,  looked  in  vain  for  Constance  Metski  and 
her  father,  and  she  waited  a  chance  to  whisper  to 
her  young  brother,  saying: 

“Did  I  not  tell  you  that  our  brave  friends  would 
not  forget  us,  Mort?” 

“Then  you  think,  Blanche,  that  Constance  and 
her  father  have  been  rescued?” 

“Certainly  I  do.” 

Captain  Orloff  rode  up  to  the  sleigh  at  the  mo¬ 
ment,  and  there  was  a  fierce  frown  on  his  hand¬ 
some  countenance  as  he  glared  at  the  young 
American  girl  and  her  brother. 

“Keep  silent,  foreign  dogs,  or  you  will  feel  the 
knout  at  the  next  station!”  he  cried. 

On  reaching  the  next  village,  where  they  were 
to  stop  for  the  night,  brother  and  sister  were  sep¬ 
arated  from  the  other  prisoners  and  led  into  a 
small  tavern.  Captain  Orloff  soon  appeared  in 
the  tavern,  and  addressed  Blanche  Dearing  in 
English  and  in  pleasant  tones,  as  he  said: 

“Pardon  me  for  the  rude  manner  in  which  I 
spoke  to  you  this  morning,  young  lady,  as  I  was 
compelled  to  keep  up  an  appearance  of  discipline 
before  the  guards,  and  those  men  cannot  under¬ 
stand  us  now.” 

“You  are  a  soldier  and  you  must  obev  orders, 
sir.” 

The  young  hypocrite  sighed  as  he  continued: 

“Yes,  I  am  a  soldier,  but,  alas!  I  am  in  dis¬ 
grace  now,  through  my  love  for  one  who  has 
heretofore  rejected  me  with  scorn.” 
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“How  is  that,  captain?” 

“Are  you  not  aware  that  Constance  Metski  and 
her  father  escaped  last  night?” 

“I  was  not,  captain,  but  I  rejoice  that  it  is  so.”- 

“I  rejoice  also,  but  that  escape  will  bring  eter¬ 
nal  disgrace  on  me,  as  the  emperor  will  send  me 
to  Siberia  under  the  belief  that  I  was  instrumen¬ 
tal  in  it.  if  I  am  not  put  to  death.” 

Before  Blanche  could  reply  to  the  treacherous 
proposal,  four  of  the  guards  entered  the  tavern, 
dragging  a  prisoner  with  them. 

“Who  is  this?”  demanded  Captain  Orloff.  as  he 
stared  at  the  prisoner,  and  then  at  one  of  the 
soldiers  holding  him. 

“He  was  riding  your  horse  into  the  village,  cap¬ 
tain,  and  we  seized  him,”  answered  the  soldier. 

“I  can  assure  you,  Captain  Orloff,  that  I  did 
not  steal  your  horse,  as  I  can  explain  how  he 
came  into  my  possession.” 

“Then  explain,  sir.” 

“We  were  traveling  along  yesterday  morning 
in  our  sleigh  when  we  were  suddenly  attacked  by 
seven  robbers  disguised  as  white  bears,  who- 
sprang  suddenly  out  on  us  from  behind  a  snow¬ 
drift.  and  made  us  all  prisoners  before  we  had  a 
chance  to  offer  any  resistance.” 

“Seven  white  bears!”  exclaimed  Orloff,  who 
became  intensely  interested  in  the  story.  “And 
what  happened  to  you  then,  sir?” 

The  prisoner  then  went  on  to  give  a  plausible 
account  of  his  escape  from  the  robbers,  and  con¬ 
tinued,  saying: 

“After  a  weary  journey  through  the  snow  I 
reached  the  house  of  a  farmer  this  morning,  and 
he  dwells  in  from  the  main  road.  He  had  no 
horse  by  which  I  could  proceed  this  way,  but  early 
this  evening  he  led  in  the  animal  I  rode  when  I 
entered  the  village,  stating  that  he  had  found  him 
straying  on  the  highway.” 

“You  will  be  my  guest,  sir,  and  sup  with  me. 
Then  we  will  see  about  pursuing  the  robbers.” 

The  stranger  then  pretended  to  notice  Blanche 
and  her  brother  for  the  first  time,  and  he  bowed 
to  them  in  the  most  respectful  manner.  After 
ordering  wine  and  supper  for  the  party,  the  young 
stranger  made  himself  very  agreeable  to  Captain 
Orloff  and  the  young  Americans,  while  he  kept 
passing  in  and  out  of  the  tavern  to  encourage  the 
soldiers  on  duty  in  their  drinking  bouts.  At  the 
hour  of  midnight  all  the  soldiers  at  the  station 
were  under  the  influence  of  liquor,  and  their 
young  captain  was  still  seated  at  the  supper  table 
denouncing  the  Seven  White  Bears  to  his  new 
friend. 

At  that  moment  seven  white  forms  stole  si¬ 
lently  into  the. supper  room  and  ranged  them¬ 
selves  behind  Captain  Orloff  and  his  friend  with¬ 
out  attracting  the  attention  of  the  young  officer. 
The  brave  American  girl  perceived  the  strangers, 
however,  and  she  turned  to  her  brother  and  whis¬ 
pered  : 

“The  White  Bears  will  soon  answer  for  them¬ 
selves.” 

No  sooner  had  she  spoken  than  the  White  Bears 
seized  Captain  Orloff  and  the  stranger  prisoners. 
Then  beckoning  to  the  American  girl  and  her 
brother  to  follow,  rushed  out  of  the  tavern,  tak¬ 
ing  Captain  Orloff  and  the  stranger  with  them. 
Mounting  their  horses  and  forcing  Captain  Orloff 
and  the  stranger  to  mount  other  horses  standing 


near,  the  White  Bears  rushed  away.  They  were 
discovered  by  the  captain  of  the  Cossacks  as  the 
White  Bears  rode  out  of  the  yard.  Calling  to  his 
troopers,  pursuit  was  at  once  taken  up.  Cap¬ 
tain  Orloff  managed  to  delay  his  horse  so  that 
the  Cossacks  were  soon  close  to  the  White  Bears; 
therefore,  they  were  forced  to  desert  their  pris¬ 
oner  to  the  Cossacks.  The  White  Bears,  after  a 
long  ride,  reached  their  rendezvous  in  a  cave. 
Great  was  the  surprise  of  Blanche  Dearing  when 
Constance  Metski  stepped  forward  and  greeted 
her  as  she  dismounted  from  her  horse. 

The  next  day  the  White  Bears  again  set  out, 
leaving  Blanche,  her  brother  and  Constance  in  the 
cave  under  the  protection  of  Blanche’s  brother. 
Proceeding  on  the  mountain  road  for  some  dis¬ 
tance,  they  suddenly  came  upon  a  body  of  the 
Cossacks  commanded  by  one  named  Captain 
Musko.  The  brave  leader  of  the  White  Bears 
ordered  a  charge  made  upon  the  Cossacks.  With 
the  Cossacks  was  Captain  Orloff.  In  the  en¬ 
counter  which  followed  the  leader  of  the  White 
Bears,  Duna,  becoming  separated  from  her  com¬ 
panions,  was  captured  by  the  Cossacks,  while 
the  leader  of  Cossacks,  Captain  Musko,  was  cap¬ 
tured  by  the  White  Bears,  who  retreated  with 
their  prisoner.  The  leadership  of  the  Cossacks 
now  devolved  upon  Captain  Orloff,-  who  ordered 
a  pursuit  of  the  White  Bears.  But  the  snow  was 
falling  so  fast  now,  a  storm  having  set  in,  that 
all  tracks  were  soon  obliterated,  and  Captain 
Orloff  ordered  a  retreat  to  the  foot  of  the  moun¬ 
tain,  reaching  which,  he  said: 

“The  traitors  are  hiding  in  some  cave  in  that 
wood.  We  will  encamp  here  and  send  for  rein¬ 
forcements.” 


CHAPTER  VII. — To  the  Rescue  of  the  Captain. 

The  young  officer  then  sent  two  of  the  Cossacks 
back  after  the  prisoner,  saying: 

“Take  a  spare  horse  with  you  and  bring  the 
prisoner  here.  Then  dispatch  three  of  the  men 
now  with  the  prisoner  to  the  station  for  a  large 
reinforcement.  Make  fires  and  set  guards  at 
once.” 

The  active  Cossacks  were  soon  riding  back  for 
the  prisoner,  while  those  who  remained  behind 
gathered  wood  and  made  fires  inside  the  edge  of 
the  forest.  Captain  Orloff  made  himself  as  com¬ 
fortable  as  possible  in  the  snow,  muttering  to 
himself: 

“Who  can  the  chief  of  the  robbers  be,  as  I  am 
certain  that  I  heard  his  voice  before  ?  I  will 
soon^know,  however,  and  then  to  punish  the  trai¬ 
tor.” 

The  young  officer  glanced  up  at  the  mountain¬ 
side  every  now  and  then,  while  he  kept  meditat¬ 
ing  as  to  the  identity  of  the  chief  of  the  White 
Bears,  as  he  kept  muttering  to  himself: 

“Why  is  it  that  the  voice  of  the  traitor  reminds 
me  so  much  of  Ruth  Jones,  when  I  know  that 
her  bones  are  lying  at  the  bottom  of  the  Duna?” 

He  perceived  the  Cossacks  coming  down  the 
mountain,  at  length,  with  their  prisoner,  and  he 
exclaimed: 

“Now  we  wilt  know  who  this  traitor  is.  Can  it 
be  that  it  is  some  relative  of  the  girl’s,  who  has 
vowed  vengeance  against  me?” 
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The  prisoner’s  arms  were  secured  when  the 
Cossacks  led  him  down  to  the  camp.  The  soldiers 
from  the  Don  were  not  very  curious,  and  they  did 
not  remove  the  ugly  headgear  from  the  prisoner 
in  order  to  stare  at  his  countenance.  An  ugly 
scowl  appeared  on  Captain  Orloff’s  face  as  he 
addressed  the  White  Bear,  crying: 

"Now,  you  vile  traitor,  you  win  receive  the 
punishment  due  you.  Drag  him  aside  here  and 
Tear  off  that  bearish  disguise  from  his  head.” 

Two  of  the  Cossacks  seized  the  bearish  head 
covering,  and  pulled  it  up  over  the  prisoner’s 
face.  Captain  Orloff  then  stared  at  the  face  thus 
presented  to  him,  shaking  his  head  as  he  mut¬ 
tered  to  himself: 

“It  is  a  stranger,  as  I  have  never  seen  that 
countenance  before.” 

The  face  thus  presented  to  the  young  officer 
was  that  of  a  young  man  who  appeared  to  be 
about  thirty  years  of  age,  and  it  was  covered  with 
a  heavy  dark  beard.  Large  dark  eyelashes  over¬ 
topped*  a  pair  of  restless  black  eyes,  the  lids  of 
which  were  opening  and  closing  in  a  rapid  man¬ 
ner,  as  if  affected  by  the  snow.  Another  chuck¬ 
ling  laugh  burst  from  the  prisoner  as  he  glared 
back  at  Captain  Orloff  and  inquired: 

“Are  you  much  wiser  now^Captain  Orloff?” 

“I  am  not,”  was  the  candid  confession. 

“Then  you  do  not  recognize  me?” 

“I  do  not,  but  you  will  suffer  death,  in  any 
event.” 

“Have  you  the  power  to  put  me  to  death  with¬ 
out  taking  me  before  the  proper  authorities?” 

A  grim  smile  appeared  on  the  young  officer’s 
face  as  he  responded  in  calm  tones,  saying: 

“I  have  the  power  of  putting  a  traitor  to  death 
at  any  moment  when  I  find  him  in  arms  against 
the  emperor.  Yet  I  will  spare  your  life  now  on 
one  condition.” 

“What  is  that  condition,  brave  captain?”  in¬ 
quired  the  captive,  in  sneering  tones. 

“I  will  spare  your  life  and  promise  you  to  pro¬ 
cure  your  pardon  if  you  guide  us  to  the  hiding 
place  of  the  prisoners  you  have  rescued.” 

A  scornful  smile  again  passed  over  the  pris¬ 
oner’s  countenance,  and  he  replied  in  his  defiant 
tones,  saying: 

“Proceed  with  my  execution  at  once,  then,  as 
I  will  never  betray  my  dear,  innocent  friends  into 
the  hands  of  the  tyrant  again.  Yet  let  me  give 
you  one  word  of  warning,  Captain  Orloff.” 

“I  scorn  your  threats,  traitor.” 

“Scorn  them  as  you  will,  but  I  swear  to  you 
that  you  will  die  within  a  moment  after  me.  Even 
at  this  moment  my  unseen  friends  are  aiming 
their  deadly  weapons  at  your  breast.” 

Captain  Orloff  started  in  affright  and  sprang 
behind  a  tree  as  he  cried  out  to  the  Cossacks: 

“Drag  the  prisoner  back  to  the  fires,  and  sur¬ 
round  us.  Bo  on  the  alert,  guards,  and  give  the 
alarm  at  the  first  appearance  of  any  of  the  rob¬ 
bers.” 

Captain  Duna  spoke  at  random  in  making  the 
threat,  yet  he  uttered  the  truth.  The  brave  bears 
and  the  old  guide  had  succeeded  in  stealing  away 
from  their  pursuers,  and  they  reached  a  shel¬ 
tered  spot  in  the  wood  when  Don  .palled  a  halt 
and  said  to  them: 

“One  of  you  lead  the  prisoner  away  and  bind 


him  to  a  tree.  Stand  guard  over  him  for  the 
present.” 

The  prisoner  was  led  away  out  of  hearing  dis¬ 
tance,  and  the  youth  from  the  Don  continued  to 
address  his  friends,  saying: 

“Brave  brother,  we  must  not  delay  in  rescuing 
our  gallant  captain,  and  I  have  a  plan  to  propose 
to  you.” 

“Let  us  hear  it,  brave  Don,”  responded  Vistula, 
who  was  a  great  admirer  of  the  youth. 

“It  is  this:  Let  us  send  the  prisoner  to  the 
cave  and  leave  him  there  under  the  guard  of  our 
friends.  One  of  us  will  be  sufficient  for  that 
purpose.” 

“And  what  are  we  to  do  in  the  meantime?”  in¬ 
quired  Volga,  who  was  eager  for  active  work. 

“We  will  follow  our  enemies  under  the  guide  of 
our  old  brother  here,  and  be  prepared  for  a  bold 
attempt  at  rescuing  our  captain  when  the  least 
opportunity  offers.” 

The  plan  proposed  was  adopted  on  the  instant, 
and  one  of  the  Bears  was  sent  back  to  the  cave 
with  the  prisoner  with  instructions  to  slay  him 
on  the  instant  if  there  was  any  danger  of  his  es¬ 
caping.  The  Bear  thus  engaged  was  also  in¬ 
structed  to  return  to  the  woods  as  soon  as  pos¬ 
sible,  bringing  two  of  the  armed  serfs  with  him. 
Led  on  by  the  old  guide,  the  brave  Bears  soon 
tracked  the  Cossacks  to  their  camping '  ground, 
and  they  were  actually  pointing  their  weapons  at 
Captam  Orloff  when  he  was  threatening  to  put 
the  prisoner  to  death. 


CHAPTER  VIII.— At  a  Critical  Moment. 

Captain  Orloff  soon  recovered  from  the  agita¬ 
tion  produced  by  the  threatening  words  of  the 
Bear,  but  he  at  once  sent  out  several  Cossacks  to 
scout  the  woods  for  some  distance.  Captain  Duna 
had  reason  to  know  that  his  friends  were  on  the 
alert,  as  a  signal  had  been  borne  to  him  which 
was  not  noticed  by  those  who  held  him.  The 
Bears  perceived  the  Cossacks  riding  out  on  the 
scout,  and  they  kept  out  of  their  way  by  retreat¬ 
ing  around  to  another  spot,  from  whence  they 
could  still  observe  the  movements  of  the  prisoner 
and  his  enemies.  The  member  of  the  band  sent 
to  the  cave  with  the  Cossack  chief  returned  to 
.join  his  companions,  while  they  were  thus  wait¬ 
ing,  and  he  brought  two  of  the  keepers  with  him. 

Don  then  counted  those  under  him,  and  he 
found  that  he  had  eight  brave  men  at  his  com¬ 
mand,  all  of  whom  had  weapons  far  superior  to 
those  used  by  the  Cossacks.  In  fact,  the  Cos¬ 
sacks  were  not  supplied  with  firearms  at  the  time, 
as  they  depended  on  their  long  lances  in  their 
fiery  charges.  The  Bears  knew  that  Captain  Or¬ 
loff  had  sent  back  to  the  station  for  a  large  rein¬ 
forcement,  and  Don  felt  that  action  must  be 
taken  for  the  release  of  the  prisoner  before  the 
fresh  soldiers  appeared  on  the  scene.  As  the 
young  fellow  perceived  the  Cossacks  dashing 
about  through  the  wood,  he  turned  to  the  old 
guide  and  said  to  him: 

“Good  Peter,  would  it  be  very  difficult  to  cap¬ 
ture  some  of  the  Cossacks  without  raising  an 
alarm  to  draw  the  ethers  on  us?” 
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The  old  veteran  pondered  some  moments,  and 
then  replied,  saying: 

“That  should  net  be  difficult  for  such  brave  and 
active  voung  men.” 

“Then  how  would  you  set  about  it?” 

Pointing  to  some  of  the  trees  around,  the  old 
guide  responded: 

“I  would  send  some  of  our  friends  upon  them, 
and  they  could  then  drop  down  on  the  Cossacks 
and  capture  them  without  giving  them  time  to 
cry  out.” 

Don  nodded  in  approval,  and  he  then  called 
three  of  the  band  together,  and  gave  them  cer¬ 
tain  instructions,  while  he  continued,  saying: 

“We  will  await  you  here,  and  we  will  hasten  to 
your  rescue  if  necessary.” 

Vistula,  Volga  and  the  young  Pole,  who  was 
known  as  Dneiper  in  the  band,  were  thus  selected 
for  the  dangerous  work.  The  snow  was  falling 
very  fast  through  the  leafless  trees  when  the 
young  men  set  out,  and  old  Peter  pointed  out  to 
them  the  trees  to  be  selected  from  whence  they 
were  to  pounce  on  the  Cossacks.  A  furious  wind¬ 
storm  was  blowing  at  the  same  time,  causing  the 
snow  to  drift  in  a  dense  manner,  which  enabled 
the  Bears  and  their  friends  to  conceal  themselves 
from  those  who  were  in  quest  of  them.  The 
young  Pole  was  the  first  to  operate  on  one  of  the 
scouting  Cossacks,  and  he  succeeded  in  dropping 
on  the  horse  behind  the  soldier  and  silencing  him 
before  he  could  make  the  least  outcry.  The  Bear 
then  led  his  prisoner  to  where  his  friends  await¬ 
ed  him,  as  he  said  to  Don: 

“Here  is  a  horse  and  a  Cossack  for  you,  good 
brother,  and  I  think  we  may  succeed  in  capturing 
many  more  if  that  blinding  storm  lasts.” 

Don  complimented  his  friends  on  the  success  of 
the  first,  experiment,  and  then  said  to  him : 

“Try  it  again  and  two  will  be  your  share.” 

The  young  Pole  hastened  away  again,  saying: 

“They  say  that  three  is  a  lucky  number,  and  I 
will  bring  in  that  many  if  the  others  do  not  has¬ 
ten  to  secure  their  share.” 

Volga  appeared  soon  after  with  another  Cos¬ 
sack  and  his  horse,  and  he  was  sent  out  again  to 
fill  up  his  quota.  Vistula  appeared  soon  after 
with  the  prisoner  and  his  horse,  and  he  also  re¬ 
ceived  the  congratulations  of  the  youth  who  was 
acting  as  their  leader  for  the  time.  Captain  Or¬ 
loff  kept  close  to  the  fire  during  the  blinding 
storm,  and  the  prisoner  stood  near  him  in  charge 
of  three  of  the  Cossacks.  The  young  officer  kept 
eyeing  the  prisoner  from  time  to  time,  as  if 
striving  to  remember  where  he  had  seen  him  be¬ 
fore,  but  he  could  not  recall  the  time  or  place, 
while  he  said  to  himself: 

“The  traitor’s  voice  sounded  familiar  to  me  at 
times,  and  it  reminded  me  of  Ruth  Jones,  yet  it 
must  have  been  a  trick  of  the  imagination,  as  that 
£ir!  certainly  perished  in  the  Duna  that  night.” 

Captain  Orloff  then  addressed  the  prisoner,  and 
demanded: 

"What  reason  have  you  to  imagine  that  your 
friends  are  now  watching  us,  traitor?” 

“Because  I  know  they  are.” 

"I  do  not  believe  you,  and  you  said  that  in  or¬ 
der  to  have  your  life  spared  for  the  time.” 

“I  am  not  afraid  of  death,  as  I  know  that  you 
are  nearer  to  it  than  I  am,”  replied  the  leader  of 
the  Bear-:,  in  brave  tones. 


Captain  Orloff  scowled  at  the  prisoner,  and 
drew  his  sword  as  if  to  strike  him,  as  he  cried: 

“I  will  have  you  put  to  death  by  the  knout 
when  the  storm  abates  a  little.” 

A  very  scornful  smile  appeared  on  the  prison¬ 
er’s  face  as  he  retorted,  saying: 

“The  cruel  lash  will  never  touch  my  feet,  and  I 
defy  you  to  put  me  to  death.” 

Captain  Orloff  became  infuriated  at  the  de¬ 
fiance,  and  he  cried  to  the  Cossacks: 

“Off  with  the  covering  on  the  traitor’s  feet, 
and  we  will  apply  the  knout  to  him.” 

On  removing  the  bear’s  skin  from  the  feet  of 
the  prisoner  the  Cossacks  found  a  pair  of  strong 
boots  underneath.  Captain  Orloff  perceived  them 
and  cried: 

“Off  with  those  boots,  and  then  secure  the 
wretch  to  that  tree  behind  him.” 

At  that  moment  a  shout  of  alarm  was  heard  in 
the  wood,  and  Captain  Orloff  turned  away  from 
the  prisoner,  crying: 

“What  is  the  cause  of  that  alarm?” 

“Before  any  one  could  reply,  a  small  body  of 
Cossack  horsemen  dashed  toward  the  fires,  one  of 
them  crying: 

“The  White  Bears  have  slain  one  of  our  com¬ 
panions,  and  here  is  his  horse.” 

“Did  you  see  the  traitors?”  cried  Captain  Or¬ 
loff,  as  the  horsemen  dashed  right  close  up  to  the 
camp-fire  where  the  prisoner  was  held. 

“Yes,  we  saw  them,  captain,”  answered  the 
Cossack  who  held  the  spare  horse,  and  he  made  a 
peculiar  motion  to  the  prisoner. 

Captain  Duna  started  a*  little  on  first  hearing 
the  sound  of  the  voice  from  the  wood,  and  as  the 
horsemen  dashed  on  the  scene  he  said  to  him¬ 
self: 

“I  knew  my  good  friends  would  not  fail  me  at 
a  critical  moment.” 

At  that  instant  a  fierce  blast  swept  against  the 
fires,  accompanied  by  blinding  snow.  Captain 
Orloff  turned  his  back  to  the  blast  as  he  cried 
out: 

“Let  half  our  force  go  out  in  search  of  the 
traitors  when  the  storm  subsides  a  little.” 

A  yell  of  rage  then  burst  from  the  young  offi¬ 
cer  as  one  of  the  Cossacks  spurred  against  him 
and  flung  him  to  the  ground  in  the  deep  snow. 
Two  other  horsemen  pushed  against  the  soldiers 
who  were  holding  the  prisoner  and  hurled  them 
aside  also,  one  of  the  riders  crying: 

We  cannot  see  our  hands  here,  and  our  steeds 
are  as  blind  as  we  are.” 

One  of  them  saw  well  enough  at  the  moment, 
however,  to  spring  from  his  horse  and  to  cut  the 
cords  that  bound  the  prisoner,  whispering  into 
his  ear  at  the  same  time: 

“Mount  the  spare  horse,  captain,  and  away 
with  us.” 

The  captain  did  mount  the  horse  on  the  instant, 
and  the  seven  riders  dashed  away  from  the  fires, 
their  leader  crying: 

“Captain  Orloff,  you  will  not  apply  the  knout 
to  me  this  day.” 

Captain  Orloff  sprang  to  his  feet  in  the  most 
intense  rage,  yelling: 

“It  was  a  ruse  on  the  part  of  the  traitors  to 
rescue  the  prisoner.  Mount  at  once,  brave  Cos¬ 
sacks,  and  pursue  the  wretches!” 

The  Cossacks  did  mount  in  haste,  while  the  ut- 
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most  confusion  prevailed  among  them  for  some 
time.  The  blinding  storm  still  increased  in  force, 
and  the  horsemen  could  not  proceed  through  the 
wood  in  any  order.  Captain  Orloff  endeavored  to 
force  them  on,  crying: 

“The  perfidious  traitors  must  have  slain  some 
of  your  companions  in  order  to  obtain  their 
horses,  and  we  must  on  to  avenge  them.” 

A  yell  of  rage  burst  from  the  Cossacks  on 
hearing  the  appeal,  and  they  endeavored  to  force 
their  way  through  the  blinding  storm.  The  gal¬ 
lant  Bears  were  then  pushing  on  through  the 
wood  on  their  own  black  steeds,  and  they  were 
leading  the  horses  captured  from  the  Cossacks. 
Captain  Duna  rode  at  the  head  of  his  men  again, 
while  a  little  in  front  of  him  was  the  old  guide, 
who  appeared  to  know  every  path  even  in  the 
blinding  storm. 

“Can  they  track  us  in  this  snow,  Peter?”  in¬ 
quired  the  captain. 

“They  cannot,  as  the  drifts  cover  our  tracks  as 
soon  as  they  are  made.” 

“Then  lead  us  direct  to  the  cave.” 

“I  will,  brave  captain,  as  a  rest  will  serve  men 
and  steeds  at  present.” 


CHAPTER  IX. — The  Bears  at  Work  Again. 

Captain  Orloff  and  the  Cossacks  could  not  get 
on  the  track  of  the  Bears,  but  they  soon  discov¬ 
ered  the  seven  prisoners  who  had  been  captured 
by  the  active  young  men.  Deeming  that  it  would 
be  impossible  to  find  the  Bears  without  a  guide 
who  was  well  acquainted  with  the  neighborhood, 
the  young  officer  retreated  to  the  station  with 
his  horsemen  early  in  the  morning.  Captain  Or¬ 
loff  rested  during  that  day,  while  he  gave  orders 
for  securing  scouts  who  were  well  acquainted 
with  the  neighboring  mountain  and  the  valley  be¬ 
yond.  He  had  made  up  his  mind  to  start  out 
with  a  very  strong  party  on  the  following  day, 
as  he  said  to  himself: 

“I  dare  not  go  back  to  the  city  without  secur¬ 
ing  the  escaped  prisoners,  even  though  the  em¬ 
peror  looks  upon  me  with  favor.” 

About  six  o’clock  that  evening  the  young  man 
calling  himself  a  student,  and  who  had  been  cap¬ 
tured  for  the  second  time  by  the  White  Bears, 
rode  into  the  village  on  one  of  the  splendid  black 
horses.  He  was  taken  at  once  before  Captain 
Orloff,  who  addressed  him,  saying: 

“Did  you  escape  again,  sir?” 

“I  had  that  good  fortune,  Captain  Orloff.” 

“How  did  you  accomplish  it?” 

“The  White  Bears  set  me  free  for  the  time,  sir, 
and  here  I  am  to  report.” 

“The  White  Bears  set  you  free?”  exclaimed 
Captain  Orloff,  in  great  surprise. 

“Yes,  Captain  Orloff,  they  set  me  free  on  con¬ 
dition  that  I  would  come  here  with  a  message  to 
you  regarding  Captain  Musko,  and  then  return  to 
them  again.” 

“But  you  do  not  intend  to  do  so?” 

“I  have  given  them  a  solemn  promise,  and  I 
must  keep  my  pledge,  captain.” 

“You  are  a  fool;  but  what  is  the  message  sent 
to  me?” 

“The  captain  of  the  White  Bears  declares  that 
he  will  release  Captain  Musko  on  one  condition.” 


“What  is  that,  sir?” 

“He  demands  that  you  will  use  your  influence  in 
releasing  a  political  prisoner  whose  name  will 
be  sent  to  you  hereafter.” 

“The  insolent  traitors,”  growled  the  young  offi¬ 
cer.  “I  will  soon  put  them  all  to  death.  And 
now  let  me  ask  you  a  few  questions,  sir.” 

“I  am  at  your  service,  Captain  Orloff.” 

“Where  did  the  traitors  take  you  to  after  you 
were  captured  the  other  night?” 

“I  was  taken  over  the  mountain  and  into  a  val¬ 
ley  on  the  other  side.  My  eyes  were  then  blind¬ 
folded,  and  I  was  led  along  on  horseback  for  sev¬ 
eral  miles.” 

“But  where  were  you  taken  to?” 

“I  was  taken  to  what  appeared  to  me  to  be  a 
large  cellar  or  cave.” 

“Did  you  see  Captain  Musko  there?” 

“I  did  not  see  Captain  Musko  from  the  time  I 
entered  the  cave  until  just  before  leaving  it.” 

“Were  you  blindfolded  also  when  you  were  led 
away  from  the  cave?” 

“I  was,  captain.” 

“What,  then?” 

“Then  I  was  led  through  the  wood  again  and 
over  the  mountain,  and  the  bandage  was  not  re¬ 
moved  from  my  eyes  until  we  reached  a  point 
about  two  miles  from  here.” 

“How  many  of  the  traitors  were  present  then?” 

“Only  one  of  them,  and  he  awaits  my  return 
near  the  spot  where  I  left  him.” 

Captain  Orloff  pondered  some  moments,  and 
then  inquired  of  the  young  man: 

“And  you  say  that  you  intend  to  return  again 
to  those  traitors?” 

“I  pledged  my  word  to  do  so,  captain,  and  they 
proposed  to  set  me  free,  and  my  companions  also, 
when  they  have  accomplished  their  mission  in 
this  neighborhood.” 

“What  is  their  mission?” 

“The  setting  at  liberty  of  certain  political  pris¬ 
oners  bound  for  Siberia.” 

“Did  they  mention  the  name  of  the  prisoner 
whom  they  expect  me  to  release?” 

“They  did  not,  captain.” 

“When  do  you  propose  to  return  to  the  trai¬ 
tors  ?  ” 

“As  soon  as  possible,  captain,  with  your  per¬ 
mission  and  answer.” 

“But  what  if  I  detain  you  here  now  and  refuse 
to  allow  you  tef  return  to  the  traitors?” 

“Then  you  will  compel  me  to  break  my  word  of 
honor,  and  one  of  my  dear  friends  will  be  put  to 
death  as  a  consequence.” 

At  that  moment  three  sleighs  bearing  prisoners 
bound  for  Siberia  arrived  at  the  station,  sur¬ 
rounded  by  a  strong  guard  of  mounted  men.  Cap¬ 
tain  Orloff  sprang  to  the  door  of  the  tavern  on 
the  instant  as  if  to  scrutinize  the  prisoners,  and 
so  did  the  pretended  young  student.  The  young 
man  had  scarcely  gazed  out  when  he  drew  back 
with  a  slight  start  and  mentally  exclaimed: 

“Merciful  Heaven!  is  that  brave  old  Doctor 
Norgo  I  perceive,  and  he  bound  for  Siberia?  My 
friends  will  have  work  to  do  to-night,  as  the  good 
old  doctor  must  be  rescued  at  all  hazards.” 

While  the  prisoners  were  being  conducted  to  the 
guard-room,  Captain  Orloff  turned  and  addressed 
the  young  stranger  again,  saying; 
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“Will  the  traitors  release  Captain  Muska  on  my 
promise  to  comply  with  their  will?” 

-They  will,  captain,  as  they  have  faith  in  your 

honor  as  a  soldier.”  .  . 

“Are  you  not  desirous  of  punishing  the 

wretches  ?” 

“Certainly  I  am.” 

“Then  will  you  not  aid  me  in  crushing  the  vile 
traitors  at  once?” 

“How  can  I  aid  you,  captain?” 

“By  guiding  a  party  under  my  command  to  the 
spot  where  you  left  the  traitor  you  speak  of.” 

The  young  stranger  shrugged  nis  shoulders  be¬ 
fore  he  remarked: 

“That  would  not  avail  you,  captain  as  he  would 
perceive  the  horsemen  and  ride  away  on  his  fleet 
steed  before  you  could  get  near  him.” 

“That  may  be,  sir,  yet  you  could  aid  us  if  you 
are  so  disposed.” 

“I  am  willing  to  do  all  in  my  power,  captain, 
but  I  should  return  to  my  friends  this  very  night 
and  bear  your  answer  back  with  me.” 

Captain  Orloff  appeared  to  ponder  some  mo¬ 
ments  again,  while  he  said  to  himself: 

“Captain  Musko  would  be  of  great  aid  in  hunt¬ 
ing  the  traitors  down,  and  I  will  get  him  released, 
but  I  will  not  keep  faith  with  the  wretches.” 

Then,  speaking  aloud,  he  said: 

“Ride  back  to  the  traitors,  sir,  and  tell  them 
that  I  accept  their  proposal.  Let  them  release 
Captain  Musko  at  once,  and  I  pledge  my  word  of 
honor  to  do  my  utmost  in  releasing  any  political 
prisoner  whose  name  will  be  sent  to  me  by  them 
I  hereafter.” 

“I  will  depart  at  once,  Captain  Orloff,  and  I  am 
happy  to  say  that  none  of  my  friends  will  be  sac¬ 
rificed  on  my  account.” 

The  young  student  mounted  his  black  horse  and 
1  rode  out  of  the  village,  as  he  muttered  to  him¬ 
self: 

“Tlie  wretch  does  not  intend  to  keep  his  prom- 
'  ise.  but  we  will  soon  put  him  to  the  test.” 

On  reaching  a  certain  point  the  horseman 
i  turned  suddenly  into  a  m  ravine,  where  six  of 
i  the  Bears  and  the  old  g  .  de  received  him. 

Great  was  the  indignation  of  the  brave  men 
i  when  they  heard  about  the  old  doctor,  who  they 
!  all  loved  as  they  would  a  father. 

“We  will  put  him  to  the  test  very  soon,”  said 
}  Captain  Duna,  as  he  tore  off  the  bearish  cover- 
:  ir.g,  and  then  stood  before  his  friends  arrayed  in 
the  garb  of  a  Cossack  chief. 

The  clever  leader  had  so  disguised  and  changed 
his  countenance  as  to  bear  a  very  close  resem¬ 
blance  to  Captain  Musko. 

“It  is  admirable,”  cried  Volga,  “and  I  believe 
that  even  his  chosen  followers  will  not  detect 
!  you.” 

“Then  I  will  away  to  put  the  wretch  to  the 
!  tfSt.” 


CHAPTER  X. — In  a  Trying  Position. 

A'  the  pretended  young  student  rode  away 
f/'r..  the  station  Captain  Orloff  commenced  to 
porjl'  r  over  the  proposition  made  to  him,  while  he 
taid  to  himself: 

“Captain  Musko  is  a  brave  and  a  cunning  man, 
c  '  r.  f  he  is  released  he  will  be  able  to  guide  us 

to  t:.e  o'en  of  the  traitors.” 


The  treacherous  young  officer  had  no  intention 
of  carrying  out  his  part  of  the  agreement,  unless 
he  could  thereby  hope  to  insure  the  arrest  of  all 
the  White  Bears,  and  the  escaped  prisoners  as 
well. 

While  he  was  thus  meditating  a  tall  man, 
wrapped  up  in  furs,  entered  the  station  and  ad¬ 
dressed  the  young  officer  in  very  respectful  tones, 
saying; 

“I  have  Just  arrived  from  St.  Petersburg,  Cap¬ 
tain  Orloff,  and  I  have  been  sent  by  the  chief  of 
police  there  to  consult  with  you.” 

As  the  man  spoke  he  flung  aside  the  furs  that 
covered  his  face,  and  the  young  officer  recognized 
him  as  he  sprang  to  his  feet,  exclaiming: 

“You  are  welcome,  Ulric,  as  you  are  the  very 
man  I  want  here  at  present.” 

The  police  agent  bowed  and  smiled  while  ha 
responded,  saying: 

“The  chief  in  the  city  thought  that  I  may  be  of 
service  to  you,  captain,  and  he  bids  me  inform 
you  that  the  emperor  expects  us  to  capture  and 
punish  those  traitors  who  have  recently  dared 
to  meddle  with  his  prisoners,  and  that  we  must 
also  secure  the  prisoners  again.” 

“Have  you  received  any  definite  instructions 
in  the  affair,  Ulric?” 

“I  have,  captain.” 

“Then  be  seated  and  proceed.” 

The  police  agent  or  spy  then  commenced,  say¬ 
ing: 

“For  some  time  past  I  have  been  detailed  to 
watch  the  house  of  a  certain  old  citizen  residing 
in  the  city,  who  has  been  suspected  of  holding 
communication  with  several  traitors  who  have 
been  sent  to  Siberia.” 

“May  I  ask  the  name  of  that  old  person?” 

“He  is  known  as  Dr.  Norgo.” 

“Then  I  presume  you  know,  Ulric,  that  he  is 
now  at  this  station  as  a  prisoner  on  his  wav  to 
Siberia?”  * 

“I  am  aware  of  that,  captain,  as  it  was  I  who 
caused  his  arrest  on  receiving  certain  tidings 
about  the  escape  of  Count  Metski  and  his  daugh¬ 
ter.” 

“But  what  could  the  old  doctor  have  to  do  with 
the  release  of  the  prisoners?”  inquired  the  young 
officer. 

“It  is  suspected  that  he  had  a  good  deal  to  do 
with  it.  Count  Metski  and  Dr.  Norg’o  ?re  old 
friends.  During  the  last  few  weeks  Dr.  Norgo 
had  received  several  visitors  at  his  house  at 
night,  many  of  whom  were  strangers  in  the  city.”  - 

“But  you  must  be  aware,  Ulric,  that  Dr.  Nurgo 
lectures  to  medical  students  three  nights  in  tho 

week.  I  had  a  young  friend  who  attended  those 
lectures.” 

“May  I  ask  his  name?”  inquired  the  spy. 

“Yes.  He  is  the  son  of  Count  Metski  and  he 
18  known  as  Conrad,  a  handsome  young  Pole, 
wno  was  a  great  favorite  at  court  before  his 
father  fell  into  disgrace  with  the  emperor.” 

“D°  you  know  that  Conrad  Metski  has  mys¬ 
teriously  disappeared  since  the  arrest  of  his 
lather  and  sister,  and  that  the  police  in  the  city 
cannot  find  a  single  trace  of  him,  captain?” 

“I  was  not  aware  of  that.” 

“It  is  the  truth,  hower.” 

The  spy  then  went  on  to  give  further  infor¬ 
mation  about  the  disappearance  of  other  young 
men,  and  Captain  Orloff  responded  by  telling  of 
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the  capture  of  the  seven  young  students  by  the 
traitors  who  had  released  the  prisoners  bound 
for  Siberia.  He  also  told  about  the  appearance 
of  the  young  stranger  at  the  station  that  night, 
and  the  proposition  made  by  him  from  the  out¬ 
laws  known  as  the  Seven  White  Bears.  The  po¬ 
lice  agent  listened  in  the  most  attentive  manner, 
and  then  inquired: 

“And  do  you  expect  that  they  will  release  the 
Cossack  chief  as  proposed,  captain  ?” 

“I  do.  I  would  not  be  at  all  surprised  to  see 
Captain  Musko  here  to-night  with  a  communica¬ 
tion  to  me  naming  the  prisoner  whom  they  ex¬ 
pect  my  aid  in  releasing.” 

“Then  we  "will  see  and  judge  better  when  we 
know  the  name  of  the  person  they  expect  you  to 
release,”  said  the  police  spy.  “Now  I  wish  to 
state  to  you  that  we  have  a  deep  design  in  send¬ 
ing  Dr.  Norgo  as  a  prisoner  to  Siberia.” 

“What  is  your  design  then,  Ulric?” 

“It  is  this :  If  ’the  old  doctor  is  implicated  with 
the  traitors  who  have  rescued  the  prisoners,  they 
will  also  make  a  desperate  effort  at  releasing  him. 
Contrary  to  the  general  rule,  the  authorities  in 
the  city  made  no  secret  about  the  arrest  of  Dr. 
Norgo,  so  that  the  traitors  out  this  way  may 
know  that  he  on  the  way  to  Siberia,  and  be  in¬ 
vited  to  attempt  his  release.” 

“I  understand,”  responded  the  young  officer. 

At  that  moment  a  horseman  rode  up  to  the 
door  of  the  station,  and  then  a  loud,  hoarse  voice 
was  heard  outside,  crying: 

“Where  can  I  find  Captain  Orloff?” 

The  sentry  at  the  door  replied: 

“Captain  Orloff  is  in  here,  sir.” 

“Then  announce  to  him  that  Captain  Musko, 
chief  of  a  tribe  of  Cossacks,  would  like  to  see  him 
on  the  instant  on  important  business.” 

Captain  Orloff  cast  a  significant  glance  at  the 
police  s]3y  as  he  sprang  to  his  feet,  crying: 

“Admit  Captain  Musko  on  the  instant!” 

The  sentry  at  the  door  drew  aside,  and  the 
Cossack  chief  strode  into  the  station,  saluting 
the  young  officer,  as  he  cried: 

“I  am  happy  to  announce  to  you,  Captain  Or¬ 
loff,  that  I  have  been  released  by  the  traitors, 
who  held  me  as  a  prisoner,  and  they  have  sent 
you  a  communication  which  I  now  hand  to  you.” 

The  young  officer  congratulated  the  Cossack 
chief  on  his  release,  and  he  exchanged  another 
significant  glance  with  the  police  agent  before 
opening  the  tetter  handed  to  him.  On  perusing 
he  communication  Captain  Orloff  started  a  little, 
and  he  then  drew  the  police  agent  aside,  while  he 
said  to  him  in  subdued  tones: 

“It  is  just  as  you  predicted,  as  the  traitors  ’ex¬ 
pect  me  to  release  old  Dr.  Norgo  in  return  for 
their  setting  Captain  Musko  here  at  liberty.” 

The  police  agent  smiled  in  approval,  and  then 
glanced  at  the  Cossack  chief,  as  he  inquired: 

“Can  we  confide  in  him?” 

“Certainly,  as  he  must  be  embittered  against 
the  rascals  after  suffering  defeat  and  imprison¬ 
ment  at  their  hands,  and  he  will  be  willing  to  aid 
us  in  any  plot  that  we  may  form  against  them.” 

Captain  Orloff  then  hastened  to  introduce  the 
police  agent  to  the  Cossack  chief,  and  continued, 
saying: 

“I  presume,  Captain  Musko,  that  you  are  more 
than  anxious  to  be  avenged  on  the  traitors  who 
attempted  to  humiliate  you  so  much?” 


“I  will  not  rest  until  I  ride  against  the  villains 
with  my  lancers  and  put  them  all  to  death.” 

Being  thus  assured  of  the  hearty  co-operation 
of  the  vengeful  Cossack  chief,  Captain  Orloff  and 
the  police  spy  consulted  freely  with  him  about 
the  destruction  of  the  White  Bears  through  the 
agency  oj<  the  old  doctor.  The  Cossack  chief  en¬ 
tered  into  the  scheme  with  great  spirit,  saying: 

_  “It  is  true  that  the  wretches  blindfolded  me  un¬ 
til  I  was  within  about  a  league  of  the  station 
here,  yet  I  think  that  I  can  track  them  to  their 
den  if  you  release  the  doctor,  as  some  of  them  - 
will  be  certain  to  be  lying  in  wait  for  him  in  the 
neighborhood  to-night.” 

Captain  Orloff  and  the  police  spy  agreed  to 
the  proposition,  when  it  was  decided  to  release 
the  old  doctor  very  soon,  and  then  follow  on  his 
trail  with  an  overpowering  force  of  horsemen, 
led  on  by  the  guides  already  chosen  for  the  en¬ 
terprise.  The  three  men  had  just  agreed  on  the 
plan  proposed,  when  another  horseman  rode  up 
to  the  door  of  the  station,  and  another  loud  voice 
was  heard,  crying: 

“Where  can  I  find  the  commander  of  the  sta¬ 
tion?” 

The  Cossack  chief  started  a  little  on  hearing 
the  voice  outside,  and  then  drew  toward  the 
door  as  he  muttered  to  himself: 

“I  am  in  a  dangerous  position  now,  as  that  is 
Captain  Musko  himself,  by  all  that’s  unfortunate! 
How  could  the  Cossack  rascal  escape  from  the 
cave  again  when  I  gave  such  strict  orders  to 
have  him  watched  over?” 

While  the  pretended  Cossack  chief  was  thus 
muttering  to  himself,  Captain  Orloff  and  the 
police  spy  were  moving  to  the  door  also.  Then 
into  the  station  burst  the  real  Cossack  chief, 
arrayed  in  the  ragged  garments  of  a  peasant, 
and  with  his  eyes  flashing  in  a  terrible  manner 
as  he  addressed  Captain  Orloff,  crying: 

I  am  Captain  Musko,  though  you  may  not  rec¬ 
ognize  me  in  these  vile  garments,  and  I  have  just 
escaped  from  the  infernal  traitors  who  held  me  in 
their  den.” 

Captain  Orloff  and  the  police  spy  stared  at  the 
real  Cossack  chief  for  a  few  moments,  and  the 
young  officer  then  turned  and  addressed  the  other 
crying: 

“Explain  this  mystery  if  you  can,  sir,  as  I  can¬ 
not  tell  which  of  you  is  the  real  Captain  Musko.” 


CHAPTER  XI.— The  Cossacks  Must  Decide. 

Staring  at  the  pretender  with  flashing  eyes, 
the  real  Cossack  chief  turned  to  Captain  Orloff 
and  demanded: 

“Who  is  this  impostor?” 

Before  the  young  officer  could  reply  the  daring 
impostor  sprang  forward  and  confronted  the 
speaker  in  stern  and  haughty  tones,  crying: 

“Vile  wretch,  how  dare  you  assert  in  my  pres¬ 
ence  that  you  are  Captain  Musko?” 

The  real  Cossack  chief  danced  with  rage  for  a 
few  moments,  and  then  clenched  his  hands  and 
sprang  at  the  other  as  he  yelled: 

“Vile  impostor,  I  will  tear  your  false  tongue 
out  from  the  root  and  then  have  you  put  to 
death.” 

The  two  men  clenched  for  a  moment,  and  then 
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the  disguised  chief  of  the  White  Bears  flung  his 
assailant  to  the  ground  with  great  force  as  he 
cried: 

“Hand  me  your  weapon,  Captain  Orloff,  and  I 
will  slay  tfie  wretch  on  the  instant.” 

While  thus  speaking  the  disguised  leader 
sprang  at  the  young  officer  and  drew  the  weapon 
from  the  scabbard  before  the  other  could  prevent 
him.  He  then  sprang  at  the  prostrate  Cossack 
chief  as  if  about  to  plunge  the  weapon  into  his 
breast  when  the  police  agent  caught  his  arm  and 
drew  him  back,  cryijlg: 

“Do  not  slay  the  wretch  just  yet,  Captain 
Musko,  as  it  is  necessary  for  us  to  question  him 
before  we  punish  him  as  he  deserves.” 

A  dim  light  was  only  burning  in  the  station 
at  the  time,  and  Captain  Orloff  could  not  scrutin¬ 
ize  the  features  of  the  two  men  very  carefully. 
The  police  agent  was  a  very  clever  man,  and  he 
began  to  realize  that  something  was  wrong. 
Turning  to  Captain  Orloff,  he  remarked  in  'whis¬ 
pered  tones: 

“I  cannot  perceive  what  object  that  fellow 
could  have  in  coming  here  and  asserting  that  he 
is  Captain  Musko  and  in  denouncing  the  other.” 

“Then  would  it  not  be  well  to  summon  some  of 
Captain  Musko’s  followers  and  let  them  decide 
■which  is_  their  real  chief,  as  they  do  bear  a  close 
resemblance  to  each  other?” 

“That  will  be  the  best  plan.” 

The  young  officer  then  gave  orders,  and  some 
of  the  principal  officers  under  the  Cossack  chief 
were  summoned.  Seven  of  the  leading  Cossacks 
who  had  served  under  the  real  chief  soon  en¬ 
tered  the  station,  when  Captain  Orloff  addressed 
i  them,  saying: 

“Brave  Cossacks,  look  on  this  officer  and  then 
on  that  prisoner,  and  then  tell  us  which  of  them 
is  Captain  Musko?” 

The  Cossacks  at  once  saluted  the  pretender  in 
the  most  kindly  manner,  one  of  them  crying: 

“That  is  our  chief.” 

“How  can  you  say  that,  you  false  wretch?” 
cried  the  real  Captain  Musko,  in  indignant  tones. 

The  Cossack  who  had  spoken  started  and  stared 
at  the  prisoner,  and  he  then  advanced  toward  him 
with  the  others  as  he  cried: 

“This  is  wonderful,  as  the  man  here  has  spoken 
in  the  voice  of  our  chief.” 

“He  is  an  impostor!”  cried  the  pretender,  “and 
I  charge  you,  Jason,  to  denounce  him  as  such,  and 
to  declare  that  I  am  your  real  chief.” 

On  being  thus  addressed  by  his  own  name  in  a 
voice  so  much  like  that  of  Jais  real  chief,  the 
Cossack  turned  and  bent  his  knee  before  the  pre¬ 
tender,  crying: 

“This -is  our  great  chief,  Captain  Musko,  and 
that,  wretch  is  an  impostor.” 

A  yell  of  rage  burst  from  the  prisoner,  and  he 
cried  out  in  furious  tones: 

“Jason,  you  base  wretch,  I’ll  have  you  put  to 
death  for  having  denied  me.  Is  it  thus  you  re¬ 
pay  me  for  saving  your  life  -when  the  Turk  was 
about  to  slay  you  on  that  terrible  dry  on  the 
banks  of  the  Danube?” 

7  he  puzzled  Cossack  turned  to  the  pretender 
again  and  answered  saying: 

“That  is  true,  brave  chief,  but  can  you  mention 
the  name  of  the  maiden  who  dragged  us  both 
out  on  that  day?” 


“Why  should  I  not,  when  it  was  my  own  fair 
cousin,  known  as  Ruth  Jones,  the  granddaughter 
of  the  great  American  admiral  who  fought  for 
Catherine  of  Russia  against  the  Turks  a  long 
time  ago.” 

Jason  bowed  before  the  pretender  as  he  an¬ 
swered,  saying: 

“This  is  our  real  chief,  and  that  other  wretch 
is  an  impostor.” 

The  other  wretch  groaned  aloud  and  then  cried 
in  frantic  tones: 

“Oh,  Jason,  Jason,  you  miserable  fool,  it  was  I 
who  saved  your  life  in  the  Don,  and  it  was  my 
cousin,  Ruth  Jones,  who  dragged  us  both  out 
when  we  were  almost  perished  with  the  cold.” 

Captain  Orloff  was  watching  the  two  men  with 
the  deepest  interest,  and  he  then  addressed  the 
pretender  as  he  earnestly  inquired: 

“Was  Ruth  Jon«s  your  cousin,  sir?” 

“She  was,  captain.” 

“What  has  become  of  her,  then?” 

“She  disappeared  from  her  home  on  the  banks 
of  the  Don  one  evening  over  a  year  ago,  and  it 
is  supposed  that  she  was  treacherously  put  to 
death  by  a  young  stranger  who  was  then  in  love 
with  her.” 

Captain  Orloff  trembled  a  little  and  then  in¬ 
quired: 

“Did  you  know  that  young  stranger?” 

“I  never  saw  him,  but  I  hope  to  meet  him  some 
day  and  avenge  the  death  of  my  cousin.” 

“And  so  do  I,”  yelled  the  real  Captain  Musko, 
“as  I  loved  her  dearer  than  my  life.” 

The  police  agent  had  been  watching  the  two 
men  with  the  deepest  interest.  He  then  drew 
Captain  Orloff  aside  and  whispered  to  him,  say¬ 
ing: 

“I  believe  that  the  last  comer  is  the  real  Cap¬ 
tain^  Musko,  and  I  also  believe  that  our  first  visi¬ 
tor  is  related  to  him  in  some  wTay.” 

“What  would  you  have  me  do,  then?” 

“Let  the  last  man  be  held  as  prisoner  and  led 
away.  We  will  treat  the  other  as  the  real  Cap¬ 
tain  Musko  for  the  present.” 

“What  is  your  object  in  doing  that,  Ulric,  if 
you  believe  that  he  is  an  impostor?” 

“I  wish  to  prove  to  you  that  he  is  by  exposing 
him  very  soon.  We  must  carry  out  our  plot  with 
him  by  releasing  the  old  doctor  and  then  keep¬ 
ing  on  the  track  of  each  of  them.” 

The  young  officer  agreed  to  the  plan  proposed, 
and  the  unfortunate  Cossack  chief  was  led  away 
as  a  prisoner,  while  he  kept  denouncing  the  pre¬ 
tender  and  Captain  Orloff,  as  well  as  his  own 
followers.  The  pretender  was  watching  Captain 
Orloff  and  the  police  agent  also,  while  he  said 
to  himself: 

.  “That  wolf  from  the  city  suspects  me,  and  h« 
is  setting  a  trap  for  me.  I  must  act  promptly 
for  the  release  of  the  old  doctor,  as  I  am  certain 
to  be  detected  by  the  Cossacks  in  the  daylight.® 


CHAPTER  XII. — Captain  Orloff  Is  Startled. 

The  prisoner  was  led  out  of  the  station  by  tha 
soldiers  and  the  Cossacks.  Captain  Orloff  ani 
the  police  agent  then  continued  to  treat  the  imr 
postor  as  if  they  were  perfectly  convince^  thaA 
he  was  the  real  Captain  Musko.  The  question  *£ 
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releasing  old  Dr.  Norgo  was  again  resumed,  and 
the  police  spy  then  left  the  apartment,  saying: 

“I  will  go  and  release  the  old  doctor  without 
betraying  myself  to  the  soldiers.” 

Captain  Orloff  was  very  uneasy  when  left  alone 
with  the  Cossack  chief,  with  whom  he  continued 
to  converse  in  the  most  friendly  manner.  Making 
an  excuse  that  he  had  to  look  after  his  men,  the 
young  officer  left  the  apartment,  saying : 

“I  will  be  back  with  you  very  soon  again,  cap¬ 
tain,  and  I  request  you  to  remain  here  for  the 
present.” 

When  the  young  officer  hastened  out  he  also 
ave  instructions  to  some  of  the  soldiers  under 
is  command,  and  a  double  watch  was  sent  on 
the  pretender.  The  daring  captain  of  the  White 
Bears  did  not  appear  to  be  at  all  alarmed  in  that 
trying  position,  although  he  soon  discovered  that 
he  was  being  watched  over  in  the  closest  man¬ 
ner.  He  also  discovered  that  the  sentinels  out¬ 
side  the  door  were  instructed  to  keep  him  in  the 
apartment  until  the  return  of  Captain  Orloff. 

When  Captain  Orloff  left  the  apartment  which 
served  as  his  headquarters,  he  made  his  way  to 
the  guard-house  where  th©  Cossack  chief  was 
confined.  That  cunning  man  had  become  much 
calmer,  and  he  received  the  young  officer  with  a 
smile,  saying: 

“I  cannot  blame  you,  Captain  Orloff,  for  the 
treatment  I  have  received,  as  I  can  now  perceive 
that  the  wretch  who  has  imposed  on  you  is  a 
very  able  actor,  and  he  must  be  very  familiar 
with  my  former  history.  In  truth,  I  believe  he 
Is  a  relative  of  mine,  although  I  cannot  imagine 
at  present  who  the  wretch  may  be.” 

The  man  spoke  in  such  earnest  tones  that  the 
young  officer  was  almost  led  to  believe  that  the 
police  agent  was  correct,  and  he  then  commenced 
to  question  the  prisoner  as  to  his  movements 
since  the  night  when  he  was  taken  prisoner.  The 
Cossack  chief  gave  a  correct  account  of  his  cap¬ 
ture  and  of  his  escape  later  on. 

“Did  you  take  particular  notice  of  the  locality 
of  the  cave?”  asked  Captain  Orloff. 

“I  did,  and  I  can  guide  you  to  the  spot  even  in 
the  darkness.”  ■ 

Captain  Orloff  put  a  number  of  other  questions 
to  the  Cossack  chief,  which  were  answered  satis¬ 
factorily,  and  then  the  captain  questioned  him 
hbout  his  dead  cousin,  Ruth  Jones.  The  Cos¬ 
sack  chief  sighed  and  replied  in  sad  tones,  saying: 

“Ah,  my  dear  cousin  was  a  most  beautiful 
woman,  and  she  was  highly  accomplished  also. 
Her  father  went  to  St.  Petersburg  soon  after 
Ruth  disappeared,  and  it  is  said  that  he  was  in 
search  of  the  young  wretch  who  put  her  out  of 
the  way.  Information  came  to  me  on  the  night 
before  my  capture  that  Ruth’s  father  was  dead, 
and  that  he  had  been  made  away  with  secretly  by 
the  wretch  who  caused  the  death  of  the  dear 
young  lady.  While  I  hate  those  White  Bears  for 
acting  as  traitors  to  the  emperor,  I  feel  that  I 
could  strike  with  them  if  they  assailed  the  in¬ 
fernal  villain  who  has  caused  the  death  of  my 
relative.” 

Captain  Orloff  shuddered,  and  then  the  two  men 
were  silent  for  some  moments,  and  the  Cossack 
chief  sighed  again  as  he  thought  of  the  fair 
cousin  whom  he  mourned  as  dead.  A  sudden 
inspiration  then  appeared  to  seize  on  him,  as  his 
face  became  intensely  agitated,  and  his  cunning 


eyes  flashed  with  a  peculiar  light,  while  he  mut¬ 
tered  to  himself: 

“Could  it  be  possible  that  she  is  alive  still,  and 
that  she  would  play  such  a  trick  on  me?  I  can¬ 
not  imagine  any  other  person  who  could  do  it 
so  well,  and  she  did  personate  me  in  early  days 
to  punish  me  when  I  forced  my  love  on  her  too 
much.” 

The  young  officer  heard  the  muttered  words, 
and  his  countenance  became  intensely  excited 
also,  while  he  eagerly  demanded: 

“Of  whom  are  you  speaking?” 

The  Cossack  chief  was  on  his  guard,  and  he 
bent  his  head  upon  his  breast  without  answering 
the  question  put  to  him,  as  he  said  to  himself: 

“It  may  be  possible  that  she  is  still  alive,  and 
I  must  see  that  man  and  hold  a  private  consul¬ 
tation  with  him  before  I  open  my  lips  again.” 

The  cunning  Cossack  chief  then  addressed 
Captain  Orloff  in  calm  tones,  and  said: 

“I  request  a  private  interview  with  the  man 
who  now  represents  himself  as  Captain  Musko, 
and  I  then  promise  to  expose  him  or  to  admit 
that  I  am  the  pretender.” 

“I  will  have  you  led  to  the  other  at  once.” 

The  Cossack  chief  appeared  to  be  delighted 
at  thus  gaining  his  point,  yet  he  curbed  himself 
when  the  soldiers  led  him  away,  and  his  head 
fell  on  his  breast  again  while  he  said  to  himself: 

“It  cannot  be  possible,  and  yet  what  other 
human  being  could  thus  personate  me?” 

Captain  Orloff  followed  after  the  prisoner,  and 
when  they  reached  the  house  where  the  pretender 
was  being  watched  over,  the  young  officer  cried: 

“Admit  the  prisoner  alone  to  interview  the 
Cossack  officer.’’ 

The  prisoner  entered  the  apartment  and  ad¬ 
vanced  toward  the  pretended  Cossack  chief,  while 
Captain  Orloff  gave  some  orders  to  the  soldiers 
outside  the  door.  The  young  officer  then  slipped 
into  an  adjoining  house,  as  he  said  to  himself: 

“I  will  hear  what  they  have  to  say  through  the 
closet,  and  then  I  will  solve  the  mystery.” 

The  pretender  arose  from  the  fire  on  perceiv¬ 
ing  the  Cossack  chief  entering  the  apartment, 
and  addressed  him  in  dignified  tones,  saying: 

“Who  sent  you  here?” 

“I  came  here  to  confess  to  you  that  I  am  not 
Captain  Musko,  and  to  claim  your  mercy.” 

“Who  are  you,  then?” 

The  real  Captain  Musko  cast  a  cautious  glance 
around  and  then  advanced  and  exclaimed  in  sub¬ 
dued  but  thrilling  tones:  _  ' 

“I  am  your  cousin,  Ruth  Jones,  who  was  sup¬ 
posed  to  have  been  drowned  in  the  Don  over  a 
year  ago.  Ha!  I  see  that  I  startle  you  now, 
brave  Cossack.” 

The  pretended  Cossack  chief  was  startled  at  the 
assertion  thus  made;  and  so  was  Captain  Orloff, 
who  was  listening  in  the  closet  that  communi¬ 
cated  with  the  apartment  through  the  adjoining 
house. 


CHAPTER  XIII. — A  Bold  Stroke  Proposed. 

Captain  Orloff  was  so  startled  on  hearing  the 
announcement  made  by  the  real  Cossack  chief 
that  he  staggered  in  the  closet  and  made  a  noise 
that  was  overheard  by  each  of  the  persons  to 
whom  he  was  listening.  The  disguised  chief  of 
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the  White  Bears  was  amazed  at  the  announce¬ 
ment  made  by  the  Cossack,  yet  he  was  cautious 
enough,  on  hearing  the  noise,  to  draw  back  from 
the  man  as  he  remarked  aloud: 

“The  rats  are  making  an  uproar  in  the  cor¬ 
ner,  and  we  had  better  draw  nearer  this  window, 
or  they  will  interrupt  us  again.” 

Captain  Duna  led  the  way  to  the  window,  still 
keeping  up  the  dignified  bearing  of  a  Cossack 
chief,  and  the  other  followed  in  an  humble  man¬ 
ner  while  he  said  to  himself: 

“By  all  that’s  mysterious,  it  is  my  cousin 
Ruth  herself,  and  what  can  be  her  object  in  com¬ 
ing  here  in  that  disguise?  She  must  be  in 
league  with  the  traitors  known  as  the  Seven 
White  Bears.” 

Captain  Orloff  felt  that  he  was  detected,  and 
he  staggered  out  of  the  closet  and  into  the  cool 
air  outside  the  building,  while  he  gasped  forth 
beneath  his  breath: 

“Can  it  be  possible  that  .the  prisoner  is  no 
other  than  Ruth  Jones  herself?” 

The  anxious  young  officer  then  peered  in  at  the 
front  window,  and  he  perceived  the  prisoner  and 
the  pretended  Cossack  chief  conversing  in  low 
but  earnest  tones.  Captain  Musko  kept  staring 
at  the  pretender  for  a  few  moments,  and  the 
other  kept  blinking  his  eyes  as  if  to  hide  them 
from  his  earnest  gaze.  The  real  Cossack  chief 
then  looked  down  at  Captain  Duna’s  hand,  from 
which  he  had  removed  a  rough  glove  on  seizing 
the  young  officer’s  sword.  That  one  glance  satis¬ 
fied  him  that  he  was  dealing  with  the  dead  girl 
or  her  spirit,  and  the  wild  Cossack  chief’s  eyes 
glistened  with  agitation  as  he  stared  at  the 
pretender  again  and  gasped  forth: 

“I  am  satisfied  now,  ana  I  am  willing  to  die 
in  order  to  serve  you.” 

“What  are  you  satisfied  about?”  demanded 
Captain  Duna,  as  he  hastened  to  pull  the  glove 
\  over  his  hand. 

“That  you  are  my  adored  cousin — Ruth  Jones. 
Oh,  command  me,  my  beloved  one,  and  I  will 
serve  you  to  the  death  and  become  a  traitor  for 
I  your  sake.” 

At  that  moment  Captain  Orloff  strode  into 
the  apartment  and  addressed  the  puzzled  pris¬ 
oner,  crying: 

“Your  interview  must  close  now.  Do  you  still 
declare  that  you  are  Captain  Musko?” 

“Do  with  me  as  you  will,  captain,  as  I  now  de¬ 
clare  that  this  man  is  Captain  Musko,  and  I 
am  but  a  vile  impostor.” 

“Then  who  are  you?”  demanded  Captain  Or- 
;  loff. 

“I  am  that  officer’s  cousin,  and  I  was  borh  near 
him  on  the  banks  of  the  Don.” 

Captain  Orloff  stared  from  one  to  the  other, 
and  he  was  about  to  address  the  prisoner,  when 
an  alarm  cry  rose  outside  and  Detective  Ulric 
.  rushed  into  the  apartment,  crying: 

“The  Siberian  prisoner  known  as  Doctor  Norgo 
ha-  escaped  from  the  guard-house.” 

Captain  Orloff  ran  to  the  door  with  the  de¬ 
tective  to  give  orders  for  the  pursuit,  when  Cap¬ 
tain  Duna  touched  the  Cossack  chief  on  the 
ahoulder  and  said  to  him  in  subdued  tones: 

“You  will  be  put  to  death  if  you  remain  here 
now,  no  follow  me.” 

The  active  Bear  then  made  a  dash  for  the  back 


window.  Pushing  it  open,  he  sprang  out  into  the 
snow  and  darted  around  to  where  his  horse  was 
standing.  On  turning  his  head  he  perceived  that 
the  active  Cossack  chibf  was  following  him,  and 
he  said  to  himself: 

“Poor  Musko  is  faithful  to  me,  and  I  mustf 
serve  him  in  turn.” 

The  black  steed  was  standing  in  front  of  the 
station,  and  by  his  side  stood  the  good  horse 
on  which  the  Cossack  chief  had  reached  the  vil¬ 
lage.  Captain  Orloff  heard  the  two  men  lushing 
to  the  window,  and  he  darted  out  after  them, 
crying : 

“Seize  the  Cossack  chief,  as  he  is  the  impos¬ 
tor,  and  do  not  let  the  other  escape.” 

Captain  Duna  was  in  the  act  of  springing  on 
his  black  horse,  when  the  Cossack  chief  sprang 
to  his  side  and  whispered  into  his  ear: 

“Dash  toward  the  Cossacks  who  are  stationed 
to  the  left,  and  they  will  protect  you.” 

“Will  you  come  with  me?”  inquired  Captain 
Duna  as  he  sprang  on  the  animal’s  back. 

“Yes,  I  will  follow  you  to  the  death,  and  I  will 
shield  you  with  my  own  body,  as  I  saw  the  mark 
on  your  hand,  and  I  know  you  now.” 

The  two  chiefs  then  dashed  away  to  the  fleet 
steeds,  and  after  them  rode  the  police  agent  and 
his  followers,  together  with  several  of  the  mount¬ 
ed  soldiers,  led  on  by  Captain  Orloff.  The  old 
doctor  was  flying  in  the  same  direction  at  the  mo¬ 
ment,  but  he  was  on  foot,  and  he  could  not  make 
much  headway  in  the  deep  snow.  The  cunning 
police  agent  had  so  arranged  the  escape  of  the 
old  man  as  to  have  two  of.  his  own  faithful  aids 
following  in  his  track.  Tne  two  horsemen  soon 
dashed  up  on  those  who  were  following  the  old 
doctor,  and  they  were  nearing  the  camp  of  the 
Cossacks  at  the  same  time.  Dashing  by  the 
police  agents,  Captain  Duna  perceived  the  old 
doctor  ahead  of  him,  and  he  raised  his  voice,  cry¬ 
ing: 

“I  ride  to  seize  the  prisoner.” 

The  old  doctor  recognized  the  voice,  and  he 
turned  in  surprise  to  stare  at  the  horseman  wha 
was  dashing  at  him,  as  he  said  to  himself: 

“It  is  brave  Captain  Duna  coming  to  my  res¬ 
cue.” 

The  Cossack  chief  was  close  behind  the  White, 
Bear,  and  he  was  passing  the  camp  of  his  own 
lancers  at  the  moment.  Raising  his  voice  he 
yelled  aloud  in  warlike  tones: 

“Brave  Cossacks  of  the  Don,  charge  out  and 
assail  those  who  are  pursuing  your  chief.” 

The  Cossacks  rushed  out  from  their  tents  al¬ 
most  on  the  instant,  and  turned  to  oppose  those 
who  were  pursuing  the  two  horsemen.  When 
Captain  Duna  rode  to  the  old  doctor’s  side  he 
held  down  his  hand  as  he  said  to  him: 

“Brave  old  friend,  get  up  behind  me,  as  the 
good  horse  will  bear  us  both.” 

.  The  active  old  doctor  did  not  hesitate  on  spring¬ 
ing  on  the  horse,  as  he  replied: 

“I  trust  our  friends  are  near  with  a  spare  ani¬ 
mal.” 

Wild  shouts  and  cries  were  then  heard  behind 
them,  as  the  Cossacks  attacked  the  police  agents, 
and  the  soldiers,  and  drove  them  back  for  th# 
time.  The  fugitives  dashed  on,  the  Cossack 
chief  keeping  in  the  rear  as  he  said  to  himselfa 

“I  am  a  traitor  to  the  emperor,  but  I  now  knoT* 
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that  I  serve  Ruth  Jones,  and  I  will  follow  her 

to  the  death.” 

Captain  Duna  stared  back  at  the  Cossack 
chief,  and  then  addressed  the  old  doctor,  sayingi 
“I  think  we  have  gained  a  new  recruit  to-night, 
doctor.” 

“Who  is  it,  my  dear  young  friend?” 

“A  chief  of  a  tribe  of  Cossacks  from  the  Don.” 
“Was  he  not  the  man  who  persecuted  you  in 
your  own  home?” 

“He  was,  but  he  has  served  me  well  to-night, 
and  I  think  he  will  aid  us  now  in  our  good  work.” 


CHAPTER  XIV.— The  Doctor’s  Great  Scheme. 

Great  was  the  rejoicing  among  the  White 
Bears  when  Captain  Duna  passed  in  among  them 
on  the  black  horse  with  the  old  doctor  behind 
him.  They  were  very  much  surprised,  also,  on 
seeing  the  Cossack  chief  ride  in  as  a  willing  cap¬ 
tive.  While  the  old  doctor  was  mounting  the 
spare  horse,  the  chief  of  the  White  Bears  ad¬ 
dressed  his  band,  saying: 

“Brave  friends,  I  bring  you  a  new  recruit  in 
an  old  enemy.  Captain  Musko  has  served  me  to¬ 
night  in  a  very  brave  manner,  and  in  doing  so  he 
has  placed  himself  liable  to  be  put  to  death  as  a 
traitor.” 

“Then  we  will  receive  Captain  Ivlusko  as  a 
brother.” 

Old  Peter,  the  guide,  was  standing  in  an  ele¬ 
vated  position,  with  his  eyes  turned  toward  the 
village  at  the  moment,  and  he  sprang  on  his 
horse,  saying: 

“A  large  troop  of  horsemen  ride  this  way, 
brave  captain,  and  we  should  away.” 

“Then  away  with  us,  brave  friends,”  cried  Cap¬ 
tain  Duna. 

The  old  guide  did  ride  away  up  the  mountain, 
and  on  after  him  followed  the  White  Bears  and 
the  late  prisoners.  When  the  Cossacks  sallied 
out  from  their  tents  at  the  cry  of  their  chief, 
Captain  Orloff  was  dismayed  on  perceiving  the 
lancers  charging  against  his  own  followers. 

“Brave  Cossacks  of  the  Don,  you  have  been 
betrayed  by  a  traitor  who  pretends  to  be  your 
chief.  We  are  in  pursuit  of  that  traitor  and  a 
prisoner  who  has  just  escaped  from  the  guard¬ 
house.” 

Hurried  explanations  then  ensued,  and  the 
puzzled  Cossacks  agreed  to  ride  in  pursuit  of  the 
fugitives  with  those  whom  they  had  assailed.  The 
mounted  guides  previously  selected  were  also  em¬ 
ployed  to  lead  the  pursuers.  Captain  Orloff  then 
found  himself  at  the  head  of  over  two  hundred 
horsemen,  all  of  whom  were  most  eager  to  cap¬ 
ture  the  two  men  who  had  represented  themselves 
as  Captain  Musko,  and  to  explain  the  mystery. 
On  moving  through  the  deep  wood  the  guides 
could  still  perceive  the  footprints  of  the  fugitives’ 
horses  in  the  snow,  but  they  were  soon  confound¬ 
ed  by  perceiving  that  the  tracks  crossed  each 
other  in  great  confusion.  A  halt  was  then  called, 
and  the  guides  were  sent  out  with  strong  escorts 
for  the  purpose  of  finding  the  last  track  made  by 
the  White  Bears  on  leaving  the  wood  for  their 
rendezvous.  In  the  meantime  the  fugitives  reached 
their  cave  in  safety,  and  the  good  old  doctor  was 
warmly  welcomed  by  the  other  escaped  prisoners. 


After  making  arrangements  to  guard  against  a 
surprise,  the  captain  of  the  Bears  drew  the  Cos¬ 
sack  chief  into  one  of  the  apartments  in  the  cave, 
and  said  to  him: 

“Cousin  Musko,  I  will  not  now  deny  who  I  am, 
but  I  have  not  time  for  explanations  with  you,  as 
my  friends  are  about  to  hold  an  important  meet¬ 
ing.” 

“Oh,  my  beloved  cousin,  will  you  forgive  me 
for  persecuting  you  in  former  days,  as  I  swear 
to  you  that  I  was  mad  in  my  love  for  you.” 

“I  will  forgive  you  on  one  condition.” 

“What  is  that,  dear  cousin?” 

“You  will  swear  to  me  that  you  will  never 
speak  to  me  of  love  again.  I  live  only  for  ven¬ 
geance  and  for  defeating  the  cruel  emperor  who 
put  my  father  to  death,  and  I  will  have  no 
thought  of  love  hereafter.” 

“I  will  swear  to  anything  you  desire  if  you 
will  only  allow  me  to  be  one  of  your  faithful 
followers  hereafter,  dear  cousin.” 

“That  will  be  as  our  band  may  decide,  but  I 
now  -warn  you  to  address  me  hereafter  as  Cap¬ 
tain  Duna.” 

Captain  Duna  then  hastened  into  a  large  apart¬ 
ment,  where  the  White  Bears  and  their  friends 
were  all  assembled. 

“Brave  brothers  and  friends,”  commenced  Cap¬ 
tain  Duna,  “I  know  that  you  are  all  delighted 
on  seeing  good  Dr.  Norgo  with  us  to-night.  As 
we  rode  this  way  he  informed  me  that  he  had  an 
important  scheme  to  propose,  and  I  request  him 
to  do  so  now,  as  we  may  be  discovered  here  and 
forced  to  fly  very  soon.” 

The  old  doctor  arose  on  the  instant  and  ad¬ 
dressed  his  friends,  saying: 

“Brave  brothers  of  the  Band  of  Fate,  I  have 
to  inform  you  that  the  police  in  St.  Petersburg 
are  on  the  alert,  and  we  find  it  impossible  to  send 
out  a  second  party. 

“The  scheme  that  I  propose  is  a  very  daring 
one,  indeed.  War  is  about  to  be  declared  by  the 
emperor  against  Turkey,  and  it  is  firmly  believed 
that  the  French  and  English  will  side  with  the 
Turks  in  the  great  struggle.  In  that  event,  all 
good  Russians  will  not  dream  of  doing  anything 
to  weaken  their  government,  and  yet  at  the  same 
time  we  must  restrict  the  tyrant  in  persecuting 
innocent  victims  who  incur  his  displeasure  or  the 
enmity  of  his  fdvorites. 

“By  seizing  the  emperor’s  son  and  heir  and 
confining  him  in  a  secret  prison  that  I  have  pre¬ 
pared  we  may  do  this.  Then  we  will  inform  the 
tyrant  that  his  son  will  be  put  to  death-  if  he 
continutes  to  persecute  our  innocent  brothers  by 
death  and  exile  to  Siberia.” 

A  shout  of  approval  burst  from  the  Bears  and 
their  friends  on  hearing  the  daring  proposition, 
and  then  Captain  Duna  cried  out,  in  excited 
toned : 

“Noble  doctor,  the  daring  proposition  is  worthy 
of  you,  and  I  pledge  myself  to  carry  it  out.  Will 
you  all  aid  me,  brave  brothers?” 

“We  will,  we  will,  brave  captain!” 

The  old  guide  rushed  into  the  apartment  at  the 
moment  and  addressed  the  leader  of  the  bar.J, 
crying: 

“Brave  captain,  the  wolves  are  on  our  track, 
as  they  have  discovered  the  path  leading*  from 
the  wood,  and  they  will  be  on  us  very  soon.” 
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“Then  out  with  the  sleigh  and  we  will  ride 
away  as  soon  as  possible.’’ 

In  less  than  five  minutes  after  the  fugitives 
were  moving  away  from  the  cave.  Count  Metski, 
the  old  doeior,  and  the  two  young  ladies  rode  in 
the  sleigh,  which  was  driven  by  old  Peter,  and 
the  Cossack  chief  and  Mort  Dearing  traveled  on 
horseback  with  the  White  Bears.  The  three 
keepers  of  the  bloodhounds  rode  on  ahead,  lead¬ 
ing  three  spare  horses. 


CHAPTER  XV.— At  Work  in  the  City. 


Two  nights  after  the  escape  of  the  old  doctor, 
a  horseman  rode  into  St.  Petersburg  at  full 
speed.  That  horseman  was  Detective  Ulric,  and 
he  was  making  his  way  to  the  office  of  the  chief 
of  police.  The  weary  man  staggered  as  he  dis¬ 
mounted  from  his  horse,  and  the  animal  trembled 
with  fatigue.  Only  pausing  to  drink  a  glass  of 
wine  on  entering  the  building,  the  active  detec¬ 
tive  sought  an  interview  with  his  chief  and  made 
his  report,  which  he  concluded  by  saying  in  de¬ 
jected  tones: 

“I  confess,  sir,  that  I  have  failed  in  my  duty, 
and  I  return  to  report  myself  for  punishment.  I 
have  tracked  them  back  to  the  first  station  hence 
on  the  way  to  Siberia,  and  they  are  either  mak¬ 
ing  their  way  to  the  coast  by  way  of  the  river, 
or  they  have  returned  to  the  city,  noble  chief.” 

“Could  it  be  that  the  traitors  are  daring  enough 
to  return  here?” 

“I  believe  that  they  are  daring  enough  to  at¬ 
tempt  any  enterprise,  noble  chief,  and  while  I  do 
not  excuse  myself,  I  must  assert  that  no  human 
being  could  pursue  them  with  more  energy  than 
I  have  put  forth.” 

“And  yet  they  baffled  you,  Ulric?” 

“I  confess  it,  sir,  and  I  deserve  punishment; 
but  yet  I  would  claim  one  favor  at  your  hands.” 

“What  do  you  claim?” 

“I  claim  permission  to  be  left  at  liberty  to 
pursue  the  wretches  for  one  more  week,  and  then 
I  will  bow  to  any  punishment  you  may  order  if 
I  do  not  crush  them.” 

A  private  bell  on  the  chief’s  desk  sounded  at 
the  moment,  and  he  turned  to  the  detective,  say¬ 
ing: 

“Await  in  the  next  room,  as  this  is  a  visitor  on 
important  business.” 

When  the  detective  disappeared  in  the  next 
room  the  chief  answrered  the  bell  by  speaking 
through  a  tube,  and  inquired: 

“Who  desires  to  see  me  now?” 

“Young  Count  Torloff,  who  has  just  returned 
to  the  city  with  his  companions.” 

The  chief  of  police  started  on  hearing  the 
name,  as  the  young  gentleman  just  mentioned 
v-  '<  one  of  the  students  who  had  been  captured 
by  the  W  hite  Bears,  and  he  then  spoke  through 
the  tube,  saying: 

“Admit  Count  Torloff  at  once.” 


A  handsome  young  gentleman  in  the  garb  of  a 
stud-nt  '  oon  entered  the  private  office  and  bowed 
to  the  chief,  saying: 

“ Noble  chief,  I  am  here  to  report  to  you  about 
the  tr-  tors  who  assailed  us  and  robbed  us  on  the 
10a  to  the  Ural  mountains.” 

“When  did  you  escape  from  the  robbers?” 


“Two  nights  ago,  sir.  On  that  evening  I  was 
released  by.  the  wretches  with  my  companions, 
and  we  have  since  been  traveling  here  as  fast  as 
we  could  proceed.” 

The  chief  of  police  then  p*^  several  questions 
to  the  young  man  regarding  tuk  White  Bears,  all 
of  which  were  answered  in  the  most  satisfactory 
manner.  Count  Torloff  was  then  dismissed,  and 
Detective  Ulric  entered  the  private  office  again. 
The  chief  gave  the  detective  a  brief  but  clear  ac¬ 
count  of  the  adventures  of  the  student  as  related 
by  his  late  visitor,  to  all  of  which  the  detective 
listened  with  the  deepest  interest.  The  young 
visitor  was  known  to  the  chief  and  his  agent  as 
a  young  nobleman  who  was  high  in  favor  with 
Prince  Alexander,  the  favorite  son  of  the  em¬ 
peror  and  the  next  heir  to  the  throne.  The 
young  man’s  father  had  incurred  the  displeasure 
of  the  emperor,  however,  and  he  had  disappeared 
from  St.  Petersburg  about  three  weeks  before 
that  time.  After  discussing  about  the  White 
Bears  for  a  short  time  longer,  Detective  Ulric 
suddenly  inquired: 

“Where  does  this  young  count  reside  at  pres¬ 
ent,  sir?” 

The  chief  of  police  turned  to  a  private  direc¬ 
tory,  and  the  desired  information  was  soon  fur¬ 
nished  to  the  detective.  As  Ulric  was  too  weary 
for  active  duty  that  night,  another  able  agent 
was  sent  to  watch  the  late  visitor.  The  man 
thus  sent  on  duty  made  a  report  on  the  following 
night.  He  asserted  that  he  had  kept  on  the 
track  of  the  young  nobleman  since  he  left  his 
house  that  morning,  from  whence  he  proceeded 
to  the  palace  of  the  emperor.  The  young  count 
then  spent  a  portion  of  the  afternoon  in  company 
with  Prince  Alexander  and  two  other  young 
noblemen  connected  with  the  court,  and  the  po¬ 
lice  agent  could  not  perceive  anything  suspicious 
in  his  actions.  Ulric  wras  refreshed  enough  to 
take  up  the  trail  on  the  second  night,  and  he  kept 
a  strict  watch  on  the  movements  of  the  suspected 
young  student.  In  the  meantime  Captain  Orloff 
arrived  at  St.  Petersburg,  and  reported  in  person 
to  the  emperor  concerning  the  bold  actions  of  the 
Seven  White  Bears.  The  merciless  tyrant  was 
fearfully  enraged  on  hearing  about  the  release  of 
his  victims,  and  he  sent  for  the  chief  of  police, 
with  whom  he  held  a  long  consultation.  Detec¬ 
tive  Ulric  continued  to  keep  watch  on  young 
Count  Torloff,  while  Captain  Orloff  and  the  chief 
of  police  were  empowered  and  commanded  to 
make  strict  search  for  the  traitors  and  the  fugi¬ 
tives  in  the  city  and  in  the  neighborhood.  Six 
days  after  the  return  of  the  detective,  the  young 
count  and  Prince  Alexander  left  the  palace  in 
a  sleigh  to  attend  a  ball  given  by  a  wealthy  noble¬ 
man  at  his  palace  on  the  banks  of  the  Neva. 

t  The  young  men  left  the  palace  about  eight 
o  clock  in  the  evening,  and  the  detective  followed 
them  in  another  sleigh.  On  reaching  a  point 
about  five  miles  from  the  city,  seven  white  figures 
on  black  horses  suddenly  dashed  out  from  behind 
a  large  wall  and  attacked  the  sleigh  containing 
Prince  Alexander  and  Count  Torloff.  The  dele 
tive  perceived  the  attack,  and  he  pushed  forward 
on  the  instant  to  assist  Prince  Alexander  against 
his  assailants.  Before  he  could  arrive  on  L.o 
scene,  however,  the  sleigh  containing  the  prince 
and  his  companion,  together  with  the  Seven 
White  Bears,  disappeared  behind  the  high  wall 
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Detective  Ulric  found  the  driver  of  the  sleigh 
lying  half  senseless  in  the  snow,  but  the  man 
could  not  give  any  clew  as  to  the  whereabouts  of 
the  prince  and  his  companion.  The  active  detec¬ 
tive  then  traced  the  missing  sleigh  and  the  horse¬ 
men  to  a  narrow  road  leading  down  to  the  frozen 
river,  where  all  traces  of  the  daring  riders  and 
their  prisoners  disappeared. 

•  '  - 

CHAPTER  XVI. — The  Bears  and  Their  Prisoner 

Prince  Alexander  was  a  brave,  stalwart  young 
man  at  that  time,  and  he  was  much  given  to  the 
amusements  of  the  great  city.  The  young  men 
traveled  without  an  escort,  and  they  did  not  even 
have  weapons  wherewith  to  defend  themselves 
when  the  Seven  White  Bears  dashed  out  at  them 
and  stopped  the  sleigh,  taking  both  young  noble¬ 
men  prisoners,  and  knocking  the  driver  half¬ 
senseless  from  the  sleigh.  The  whole  movement 
was  effected  in  such  a  rapid  manne  rthat  the 
daring  fellows  reached  the  frozen  river  with 
their  prisoners  just  as  the  vigilant  detective 
drove  up  to  the  spot  where  the  half-senseless 
driver  was  lying.  On  reaching  the  river  the  two 
young  men  were  blindfolded,  and  the  sleigh 
turned  up  toward  the  city,  and  the  band  soon 
found  shelter  in  what  appeared  to  be  a  deserted 
old  building  near  the  bank  of  the  river.  When 
Prince  Alexander  was  permitted  to  use  his  eyes 
again,  he  found  himself  in  a  large  apartment, 
the  walls  of  which  appeared  to  be  damp  and 
musty.  In  the  center  of  the  apartment  stood  a 
square  table,  around  which  six  of  the  White  Bears 
were  seated.  At  each  end  of  the  long  table  stood 
two  chairs,  into  one  of  which  the  prisoner  was 
forced,  while  the  chief  of  the  band  took  the  seat 
in  front  of  him,  crying: 

“Prince  Alexander,'  you  are  now  in  the  power 
of  the  patriotic  band  known  as  the  Seven  White 
Bears.  Do  you  wish  to  know  why  you  have  been 
brought  here?” 

“I  should  refuse  to  converse  with  such 
wretches,  yet  I  will  answer  you  by  saying  that  I 
do  wish  to  know  your  purpose  in  thus  assaulting 
the  heir  to  the  throne  of  Russia.” 

“It  is  because  you  are  the  heir  to  the  throne  of 
Russia  that  you  are  thus  treated,”  answered  the 
leader  of  the  band.  “Did  you  not  hear  of  the 
recent  exploits  of  our  band?” 

“I  have  heard  that  you  rescued  some  prisoners 
on  their  way  to  Siberia,  but  why  you  should  thus 
assail  me  I  cannot  imagine.” 

“Then  we  will  be  candid  with  you,  prince.  Your 
father  has  either  killed  or  banished  to  Siberia 
some  of  our  nearest  and  dearest  friends.  We 
could  take  his  life  if  we  so  desired,  but  we  are 
patriotic  Russians,  and  we  do  not  desire  to  strike 
a  blow  at  our  country  by  killing  the  emperor 
■when  he  is  about  to  engage  in  a  great  war.  We 
know  that  the  present  emperor  loves  you  better 
than  his  own  life,  and  we  propose  to  strike  at 
him  through  you.” 

“By  putting  me  to  death?” 

“By  putting  you  to  death,  if  necessary.  If  that 
act  does  not  terrify  your  cruel  father  into  grant¬ 
ing  us  liberal  terms,  we  will  seize  your  brother 
also  and  put  him  to  death.” 

“What  do  you  require  of  me?” 

“We  require  you  to  take  a  solemn  oath  to  the 
effect  that  you  will  liberate  or  set  free  all  the 


serfs  in  Russia  when  you  ascend  to  the  throne 
on  the  death  of  your  cruel  father.” 

“Why  not  make  such  a  demand  on  the  emperor 
now?”  demanded  the  young  prince  with  another 
sneer.  * 

“Because  we  do  not  expect  or  desire  that  such 
a  great  movement  would  be  carried  out  while  the 
emperor  is  on  the  eve  of  a  great  war  with  three 
powerful  nations.  If  he  does  not  grant  what  we 
ask  when  the  war  is  over  he  will  cease  to  exist, 
and  you  will  ascend  to  the  throne  only  on  con¬ 
dition  that  you  will  grant  freedom  to  your  un¬ 
fortunate  countrymen  now  held  in  bondage,  and 
full  justice  to  all  citizens  as  well.” 

“What  do  you  expect  me  to  do?”  inquired  the 
prisoner. 

“We  expect  you  to  send  a  communication  to 
your  father,  by  a  messenger,  advising  him  to  com¬ 
ply  with  our  terms,  or  else  we  will  send  him 
your  left  hand  by  a  special  messenger  this  very 
night.” 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

About  eleven  o’clock  that  night  young  Count 
Torloff  rode  up  to  the  palace  of  the  emperor  at 
full  gallop,  and  he  was  mounted  on  one  of  the 
horses  driven  under  the  sleigh  which  had  borne 
the  young  prince  away  from  the  city.  The  young 
man  was  instantly  admitted  and  led  into  the 
presence  of  the  emperor. '  The  old  tyrant  ad¬ 
vanced  to  meet  the  young  count  as  he  eagerly 
demanded: 

“What  of  my  son?” 

“He  is  a  prisoner  in  the  hands  of  the  White 
Bears,  sire,  and  here  is  a  communication  from 
him.” 

Nicholas  tore  open  the  letter  handed  to  him, 
and  a  terrible  frown  appeared  on  his  face  as  he’ 
perused  it.  Speaking  in  furious  tones,  he  then 
addressed  the  young  count,  crying: 

“Where  did  the  traitors  set  you  free?” 

“At  the  very  point  where  we  were  assaulted, 
sire.” 

“Where  is  the  communication  from  the  leader 
of  the  traitors  mentioned  here?” 

“Here  it  is,  sir.” 

Nicholas  tore  open  the  document  and  read  it 
carefully,  frowning  with  rage  the  while. 

“Did  you  see  my  son  before  leaving  the  den  of 
the  traitors?” 

“I  did  sire.” 

“What  did  he  say  to  you?” 

“He  requested  you  to  weigh  the  propositions 
over  carefully,  as  he  is  convinced  that  the  traitors 
will  put  their  threats  in  force  if  you  do  not  con¬ 
sent  to  the  demands  made  on  you,  sire.” 

“Are  you  aware  that  your  father’s  name  ia 
mentioned  in  this  treacherous  document  among 
others  whose  release  is  demanded?” 

“I  was  not,  sir.” 

An-  officer  entered  the  apartment  at  the  mo¬ 
ment,  and  bowed  to  the  emperor  before  he  ad¬ 
dressed  him,  saying: 

“Sire,  the  chief  of  police  desires  to  see  you  on 
the  instant  on  important  business.” 

“Lead  him  in  here  at  once,  then.” 

The  chief  of  police  entered  the  room  soon  after, 
followed  by  Detective  Ulric.  The  emperor  waa 
still  holding  the  two  documents  in  his  hand  as 
he  addressed  the  chief  of  police,  crying: 
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"What  is  it  now,  chief?” 

“I  accuse  that  young  gentleman  of  being  a 
traitor  and  in  league  with  the  band  known  as 
the  Seven  White  Bears.  Detective  Ulric  is  the 
witness  against  him,  and  he  can  prove  him  to  be 
in  league  with  the  White  Bears.” 

The  emperor  frowned  at  the  young  man  in  a 
terrible  manner,  and  he  then  drew  the  chief  of 
police  and  his  agents  aside  and  conversed  with 
them  for  some  moments  in  very  subdued  but 
earnest  tones.  Nicholas  then  turned  on  the  young 
count  again,  and  addressed  the  chief  of  police  as 
he  cried : 

“Arrest  the  young  traitor  on  the  instant,  as  I 
do  believe  now  that  he  is  one  of  the  vile  wretches 
known  as  the  Seven  White  Bears.” 

“Nicholas  of  Russia,  I  warn  you  that  your  fa¬ 
vorite  son  wall  be  put  to  death  one  hour  after 
midnight  if  I  am  not  sent  back  with  power  from 
you  to  release  him.”  • 

The  emperor  was  about  to  make  an  indignant 
reply,  when  a  loud  voice  rang  out  through  the 
apartment,  crying: 

“Beware,  tyrant  emperor,  as  your  own  life  is 
in  danger  also,  if  that  young  man  is  not  sent 
back  to  those  who  hold  your  fate  in  their  hands!” 

After  staring  around  for  a  few  moments,  Nich¬ 
olas  turned  to  the  chief  of  police,  crying: 

“The  traitors  infest  our  own  palace,  and  you 
must  root  them  out  at  once.” 

The  utmost  amazement  appeared  on  the  faces 
of  all  present,  but  the  chief  of  police  was  the 
first  to  recover  his  self-possession,  and  he  turned 
and  whispered  to  the  emperor,  saying: 

“Sire,  may  I  advise  you  at  this  critical  mo¬ 
ment?” 

“What  advice  do  you  give?” 

“Release  that  young  traitor,  and  we  will  have 
him  pursued  and  watched.” 

Nicholas  nodded  in  approval  and  then  turned 
to  the  young  prisoner,  saying: 

“I  must  humble  myself  in  order  to  save  the 
life  of  my  dear  son.” 

Then  out  rang  that  loud  voice  again,  crying; 

“Nicholas  of  Russia-,  do  not  play  the  hypocrite, 
as  your  lies  will  not  avail  you  now.  No  matter 
what  promises  you  make  to-night,  your  son  will 
not  be  released  until  you  comply  with  the  de¬ 
mands  made  on  you  by  the  patriotic  band  known 
as  the  Seven  White  Bears.” 

The  tyrant  turned  at  once  and  gave  orders  to 
the  chief  and  his  soldiers  for  searching  the 
apartments  around,  and  he  then  drew  the  young 
nobleman  into  the  private  apartment.  It  is  not 
necessary  to  record  what  then  passed  between 
the  emperor  and  the  brave  young  man.  In  less 
than  five  minutes  after,  Count  Torloff  rode  away 
from  the  palace  in  the  direction  of  the  place 
where  the  $leigh  had  been  stopped  that  night.  On 
after  the  young  man  rode  Detective  Ulric  and 
Captain  Orloff,  and  after  them  appeared  a  party 
of  over  a  hundred  mounted  soldiers. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. — The  Boldest  Stroke  of  All. 

It  was  long  past  midnight  when  Detective 
Ulric  and  Captain  Orloff  returned  to  the  palace 
to  report  to  the  miserable  emperor.  Both  his 
agents  were  compelled  to  confess  that  they  were 


again  baffled  by  the  White  Bears,  and  that  the 
young  count  suddenly  disappeared  from  their 
sight  on  reaching  the  spot  where  the  sleigh  had 
been  attacked.  The  perplexed  emperor  upbraided 
his  servants,  and  threatened  to  punish  them  in 
the  severest  manner  if  they  did  not  succeed  in 
rescuing  his  son  before  morning.  The  chief  of 
police  was  also  commanded,  under  pain  of  exile 
to  Siberia,  to  discover  the  hiding  place  of  the 
traitors  and  to  rescue  the  young  prince.  During 
three  days  and  three  nights  the  secret  police  of 
the  city  sought  for  the  young  prince,  Dut  they 
could  not  discover  a  single  trace  of  him.  The 
emperor  became  almost  frantic  with  rage  and 
grief,  as  he  had  received  warnings  and  threats 
in  the  meantime.  On  the  fourth  evening  after 
the  capture  of  his  son,  Nicholas  strode  out  from 
his  palace,  accompanied  by  Captain  Orloff,  and 
walked  down  toward  the  bank  of  the  river,  with 
an  escort  of  his  guards  some  fifty  yards  behind 
him.  The  miserable  man  conversed  with  Captain 
Orloff  in  familiar  tones,  saying: 

“You  perceive  now  that  I  cannot  promote  you, 
dear  as  you  are  to  me,  after  the  disgrace  attend¬ 
ing  your  services  of  late.” 

“I  know  it,  sire,  but  in  the  coming  war  I  hope 
to  wipe  away  the  stain  on  my  name,  and  I  swear 
to  you  that  I  will  yet  rescue  your  noble  son.” 

“Have  you  discovered  any  new  clews,  then, 
Orloff?” 

“I  have  discovered  the  retreat  of  the  woman 
whom  I  believe  to  be  the  leader  of  the  band 
known  as  the  Seven  White  Bears.” 

“Then  why  did  you  not  have  her  arrested  at 
once?”. 

“Because  that  would  not  serve  our  purpose, 
sire,  and  I  have  a  request  to  make  of  you  re¬ 
garding  her.” 

“What  is  that?” 

“You  must  know,  sire,  that  I  loved  this  lady 
when  I  first  met  her  over  a  year  ago,  and  she 
then  repulsed  me  with  scorn.  Her  father  also 
insulted  me,  and  I  had  him  arrested  and  put  to 
death  as  a  traitor  who  was  in  league  with  your 
enemy.” 

“I  remember  about  that.” 

“On  a  certain  night  I  met  the  lady  I  loved  near 
her  home  on  the  bank  of  a  deep  river.  I  offered 
her  my  hand  in  marriage  again,  and  she  repulsed 
me  with  more  scorn  than  before.” 

“Then  why  did  you  not  bear  her  away  and 
force  her  to  become  your  bride,  you  young  fool.” 

“Because  I  was  mad  with  rage,  sire,  and  when 
she  repulsed  me  I  seized  her  and  flung  her  into 
the  deep  and  strong  current.  She  was  borne  down 
for  some  distance,  and  I  sprang  in  to  her  rescue 
too  late,  as  I  then  believed.” 

‘‘Then  you  believed  that  you  had  killed  her?” 

That  was  my  belief,  sire,  until  I  discovered 
that  she  was  alive  and  the  leader  of  those  who 
have  now  captured  your  noble  son.” 

“Then  we  must  arrest  the  wretch  at  once,  and 
force  her  to  give  up  my  son.” 

,  “That  is  my  purpose,  sire,  but  I  crave  permis¬ 
sion  of  you  to  have  the  young  lady  pardoned  on 
condition  that  she  will  become  my  wife.” 

“And  you  never  can,”  cried  a  loud  voice  from 
under  the  bank  of  the  river  on  which  they  were 
walking. 

Then  up  from  under  the  bank  sprang  seven 
white  figures,  the  same  voice  crying: 
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“Away  with  him  now,  brave  Bears,  and  this 
will  be  our  last  and  the  boldest  stroke  of  all.” 

Before  either  the  emperor  or  Captain  Orloff 
could  draw  a  weapon,  the  Seven  White  Bears 
sprang  at  them  and  dragged  them  down  to  the 
frozen  river.  When  the  soldiers  reached,  the 
bank  of  the  river  they  could  perceive  nine  horse¬ 
men  galloping  down  on  the  ice,  and  they  knew 
that  their  emperor  was  being  borne  away  as  a 
prisoner.  Prince  Alexander  was  seated  in  the 
clamp  apartment  of  the  old  building  on  that  event¬ 
ful  night,  and  young  Count  Torloff  was  seated 
beside  him. 

“And  so  you  think,  Torloff,”  said  the  young 
prince,  “that  the  emperor  will  not  relent.” 

Before  the  young  count  could  answer,  a  door 
was  flung  open,  and  the  emperor  and  Captain 
Orloff  were  forced  into  the  apartment  by  the 
Seven  White  Bears.  Nicholas  was  bound  and 
gagged  at  the  time,  and  so  was  his  companion. 
Forcing  the  two  prisoners  to  seats  the  leader  of 
the  Bears  addressed  them,  crying: 

“Prisoners,  you  now  perceive  you  are  in  the 
power  of  the  White  Bears,  and  I  swear  to  you 
that  you  will  be  put  to  death  if  the  emperor  there 
does  not  grant  all  the  demands  made  on  him. 
Remove  the  gags  from  their  mouths.” 

“Grant  them,  father,”  pleaded  Alexander,  “as 
1  have  learned  to  believe  that  they  are  only  just.” 

The  leader  of  the  White  Bears  placed  a  docu¬ 
ment  before  Nicholas  on  the  instant  and  cried: 
“Then  sign!” 

The  stubborn  man  hesitated  again  when  the 
pen  was  placed  in  his  hand,  and  his  son  appealed 
to  him,  saying: 

“I  am  now  convinced,  sire,  that  you  will  not 
prosper  in  the  war  before  you  if  you  do  not  grant 
the  concessions  demanded  by  those  who  hold  us 
in  their  power.” 

Being  thus  appealed  to,  Nicholas  glanced  over 
the  document  presented  to  him,  and  then  signed 
bis  name  as  he  cried: 

“Will  you  release  us  now?” 

“.Not  until  you  punish  that  wretch  who  sits 
beside  you,”  cried  the  leader  of  the  wolves,  as  he 
pointed  to  Captain  Orloff. 

As  the  brave  young  woman  spoke,  she  flung 
aside  the  bearish  disguise  from  her  beautiful 
face  and  advanced  toward  the  wretch,  crying: 

“Captain  Orloff,  you  now  behold  the  young 
woman  you  tried  to  murder  over  a  year  ago.  You 
also  caused  my  father  to  be  put  to  death  here  by 
the  emperor,  because  he  sought  to  discover  you 
and  punish  you  for  the  crime.  You  were  guilty 
of  his  death,  and  I  demand  your  punishment.’ 

“I  am  in  your  power,  Ruth,  and  you  can  punish 
me  as  you  please.” 

“I  know  the  secret  of  this  young  man’s  birth  I 
will  not  punish  him  now,  but  I  will  set  him  free 
some  days  hence,  and  he  will  live  to  expiate  his 
crime  by  dying  as  a  common  soldier  while  fight¬ 
ing  for  his  country.  It  will  be  only  on  that  con¬ 
dition  that  he  will  be  set  free.” 

“I  accept  the  condition,”  groaned  the  morti¬ 
fied  young  officer. 

******* 

At  the  breaking  up  of  the  winter  season  the 
armies  of  Russia  were  marching  against  the 


Turks  and  their  allies.  Captain  Orloff  marched 
to  the  war  and  was  crippled  in  the  first  battle. 
On  the  evening  of  the  tenth  day  after  the  cap¬ 
ture  of  the  emperor,  the  Seven  Bears  and  their 
friends  assembled  in  the  old  house  on  the  bank  of 
the  river,  and  the  leader  of  the  band  addressed 
the '"others,  saying: 

“Brave  brothers,  we  have  accomplished  our 
mission,  and  the  Band  of  Fate  will  now  disband 
as  the  Seven  White  Bears  until  the  war  is  over. 
If  we  all  survive  at  that  time,  and  if  it  is  neces¬ 
sary  to  form  again,  we  will  renew  our  work  for 
the  regeneration  of  Russia.” 

A  murmur  of  applause  arose  from  the  Bears 
and  their  friends,  and  the  old  doctor  then  arose, 
saying: 

“My  brave  friends,  I  deem  it  necessary  to  tell 
you  that  I  have  concluded  to  leave  the  country 
with  Count  Metski  and  his  (laughter.  Notwith¬ 
standing  the  promises  of  the  emperor,  we  feel 
that  our  lives  would  be  in  peril  if  we  remained 
here,  and  we  have  concluded  to  go  to  that  free 
and  known  as  America.” 

Count  Metski  then  arose,  saying: 

“My  brave  rescuers,  I  wish  to  inform  you  that 
my  son  Conrad  here  will  serve  in  the  war  with 
his  brave  companions,  and  that  he  then  hopes 
to  hasten  to  America  to  us  and  wed  this  noble 
young  lady  from  that  country.” 

On  the  following  day  the  old  doctor  and  his 
friends  journeyed  down  to  the  Gulf  of  Finland, 
where  they  set  sail  in  a  vessel  bound  for  New 
York.  Three  days  after,  six  of  the  White  Bears 
marched  away  to  the  seat  of  war,  and  three  of 
them  were  killed  in  the  great  struggle  that  en¬ 
sued  in  the  Crimea.  Old  Peter,  the  guide,  re¬ 
mained  in  St.  Petersburg  with  Ruth  Jones.  That 
brave  young  woman  deemed  it  wise  to  disguise 
herself  while  living  so  near  those  whom  she  had 
defeated,  and  her  faithful  old  companion  was 
never  suspected  of  being  connected  with  the 
White  Bears.  Students  of  history  are  aware  that 
the  great  Crimea  war  was  ended  by  the  taking 
of  Sebastopol  by  the  French  and  English  armies. 
Nicholas  of  Russia  died  soon  after  the  close  of 
the  war.  Soon  after  ascending  that  throne  Alex¬ 
ander  issued  a  proclamation  that  all  the  serfs  in 
Russia  would  be  free  men  thereafter. 

The  young  emperor  ruled  over  Russia  for  some 
time  with  apparent  leniency  and  justice  to  his 
subjects,  but  the  famous  Nihilists  denounced  him 
as  a  tyrant  in  after  years,  and  he  was  assassin¬ 
ated  by  the  members  of  that  band.  The  brave 
young  hero  known  as  Don  survived  the  war,  and 
he  then  hastened  to  .America  to  wed  Constance 
Metski,  and  to  reside  there  with  his  bride. 

Conrad  Metski  also  survived  the  great  battles 
in  the  Crimea,  and  he  sought  a  bride  in  the  west¬ 
ern  land  also,  where  Blanche  Dearing  awaited 
him. 

The  Cossack  chief  fell  in  one  of  the  battles  on 
the  Danube,  and  it  must  be  confessed  that  Ruth 
Jones  did  not  deplore  him  very  much. 


Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  “SHAMUS 
O’BRIEN;  OR,  THE  BOLD  BOY  OF  GLIN- 
GALE  ” 


PLUCK  AND  LUCK 
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burglars  use  chlorine  gas 

Not  the  least  after  result  of  the  war  is  the 
increase  in  crime  in  nearly  all  the  beligerent 
countries,  but  a  group  of  French  burglars  have 
supplied  the  climax  by  using  army  poison  gas 
projectors  in  order  to  silence  watchdogs  at  iso¬ 
lated  chateaux. 

At  Massy  burglars  left  an  empty  chlorine  tank 
and  two  gas  masks  after  ransacking  a  farm  house 
while  the  occupants  slept  in  peaceful  confidence. 
Two  gas  strangled  hounds  completed  the  picture, 
but  there  is  little  clue  to  the  identity  of  the 
daring  burglars. 

As  a  result  of  this  the  French  army  has  re¬ 
ceived  orders  to  make  an  inventory  of  all  gas 
apparatus  on  hand  and  to  take  strictest  meas¬ 
ures  to  prevent  the  disappearance  of  any  of  it. 


CATFISH  USED  IN  STREET  CLEANING 

In  one  of  the  towns  of  Oregon  the  familiar 
catfish  figures  as  a  hardy  pioneer,  and  a  valued- 
adjunct  to  the  street  department,  all  because  the 
terra  cotta  sewers  and  drains,  especially  those  in 
the  lower  part  of  the  town,  frequently  get  choked. 

If  the  sewer  is  not  broken  it  can  be  cleaned  by 
passing  a  rope  through  it  to  be  pulled  backward 
and  forward  until  the  obstruction  is  loosened  and 
removed.  The  deputy  superintendent  of  streets 
had  a  great  deal  of  such  work  to  look  after,  but 
at  last  he  discovered  a  quick,  sure  and  easy 
method. 

He  goes  to  the  river,  catches  a  catfish,  ties 
a  string  to  its  tail,  drops  it  down  a  manhole  into 
the  sewer,  and  it  at  once  starts  for  the  river 
and  forces  its  way  through  any  obstruction  not 
as  solid  as  brick,  dragging  the  string  qfter  it. 
Then  the  deputy  goes  as  far  down  the  sewer  as 
he  deems  necessary  and  picks  up  the  string, 
which  he  uses  to  draw  a  wire  through  the  sewer, 
and  with  this  a  rope  is  pulled  through  and  the 
sewer  is  soon  cleared. 


TOLEDO  SWORD  FACTORY 
In  the  famous  sword  factory  at  Toledo,  in 
Spain,  absolute  secrecy  surrounds  some  of  the 
Drocesses  employed  in  the  making  of  these  cele¬ 
brated  blades,  although  under  certain  conditions 
vi  itors  are  allowed  to  go  through  the  factory. 
;'o  one,  however,  is  permited  to  look  upon  the 
final  secrets  of  tempering. 

n  the  first  room  there  may  be  seen  a  curious 
large  round  shield  fastened  against  the  wall, 
-  here  the  last  test  of  a  finished  sword  is  made. 
*,  !=  thrown  against  this  target  as  an  arrow  is 
thrown  from  a  bow.  If  its  point  is  perfect,  well 
a  id  good;  it  does  not  turn  a  fraction  of  the  finest 
hair’s  breadth.  If  the  blade  makes  an  escape 
horn  this  trial,  and  it  usually  does,  it  is  worthy 
to  be  marked  with  the  royal  sign  and  the  word 
‘  /•  tileria,”  that  proves  that  it  was  made  in 
To:  o.  If  the  point  wavers,  even  in  a  manner 
irrqu  .  ceptible  to  the  unpractised  eye,  the  blade 
Trio  go  back  to  a  renewal  of  its  fiery  discipline. 

At  one  table  a  man,  working  by  aid  of  wax 
and  a  sharp  pointed  needle  like  instrument,  i3 
b.  ,y  engaged  in  the  lettering  of  a  blade.  At 


another  table  is  an  artisan  pounding  with  a  tiny 
sharp  edged  sort  of  hammer,  working  out  a 
handle  pattern.  There  are  several  hundred  em¬ 
ployees  in  this  sword  factory,  and  a  great  many 
of  them  are  boys  under  twenty,  but  the  most 
trusted  workers  are  not  often  young. 


PET  MONKEY  CONVICTS  COUPLE  OF 

MURDER 

Often  a  mute  witness  has  given  the  most  con¬ 
vincing  evidence  in  a  suit  or  trial  at  law.  For 
example,  many  a  dog,  by  displaying  naturally 
his  affection  for  his  master,  has  confounded  the 
pretenses  of  the  man  claiming  to  own  him.  It- 
remained  for  a  monkey,  the  only  witness  of  the 
crime,  to  convict  two  persons  of  murder. 

The  Ackennann  circus  was  giving  perform¬ 
ances  in  Constantinople  not  long  ago.  Its  man¬ 
ager  was  found  dead  in  front  of  a  cage  containing 
an  Indian  monkey,  to  which,  because  of  his  af¬ 
fectionate  playfulness,  had  been  given  the  name 
Scamp.  It  was  shown  easily  that  the  manager 
had  been  stabbed  to  death  at*  the  moment  he  was 
feeding  Scamp,  of  which  he  was  very  fond.  By 
the  man’s  body  lay  a  tin  clish  and  remnants  of 
the  meal  he  had  been  giving  the  monkey. 

Two  members  of  the  circus  troupe,  a  married 
couple  named  Starr,  were  suspected  of  the  crime, 
for  they  had  quarrelled  with  the  other  perform¬ 
ers.  But  the  Starrs,  protested  their  innocence 
vigorously  and  no  criminating  evidence  against 
them  could  be  found. 

So  the  Judge  determined  to  reconstruct  the 
murder;  a  plan  adopted  not  infrequently  and  de¬ 
rived,  probably,  from  the  ancient  trial  by  ordeal. 

At  the  hour  at  which  Scamp  had  been  fed.  the 
circus  tent  was  deserted  by  all  employees.  Then 
the  Starrs  were  ordered  to  approach  Scamp’s 
cage,  which  they  did  rather  hesitatingly.  The 
instant  the  monkey  saw  them  he  flew  into  a 
paroxysm  of  rage.  Never  before  had  he  exhib¬ 
ited  such  violent  anger,  for,  as  has  been  said,  he 
is  of  an  amiable  and  playful  disposition.  Chat¬ 
tering  fiercely,  Scamp  hurled  himself  against  the 
bars  of  the  cage,  making  frantic  attempts  to 
seize  the  Starrs.  Suddenly  fear  succeeded  rage, 
and  Scamp  cowed  in  a  corner,  shivering  and 
whimpering. 

Ihe  Judge  and  police  were  deeply  impressed 
by  the  scene,  during  which  Starr  and  his  wife 
tried  vainly  to  maintain  composure. 

At  the  next  sitting  of  the  court  the  monkey 
was  led  in.  Only  a  few  minutes  before  Scamp, 
in  high  good  humor,  had  permitted  some  stran¬ 
gers  to  pat  his.  head,  stroke  his  back  and  “shake 
hands”  with  him.  But  scarcely  had  he  entered 
the  court  room  and  caught  sight  of  the  Starrs 
than  he  became  infuriated  and  tried  to  spring 
at  them.  Then  again  the  remembrances  of  Hie 
tragedy  he  had  seen  overwhelmed  Scamp  and  ha 
shrank  from  them,  straining  at  his  chain  to  es¬ 
cape  from  their  presence. 

No  spoken  eidence  could  have  been  half  so  elo¬ 
quent.  Despite  their  emphatic  and  repeated 
denials,  Starr  and  his  wife  were  adjudged  guilty* 
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CHARLIE  CHAPMAN’S  COURAGE 

— OR— 

THE  BOY  WHO  TOOK  CARE  OF  HIS 
V  MOTHER 


By  WILLIAM  WADE 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 

CHAPTER  IV.  (continued) 

He  turned  toward  Charlie: 

“It  won’t  cost  ye  nawthin’,”  said  he.  I  reckon 
I  kin  afford  ter  lend  a  team  to  my  old  friend’s 
lad.  But  ye’d  be  wastin’  money  ter  hire  a  team 
this  way.  Ye  cain’t  git  rich  this  way — sich  ex¬ 
travagance  is  onreasonable.” 

Charlie  laughed  as  he  replied  with  spirit: 

“Well,  sir,  you  wait  and  see.  I  will  pay  you 
a  bag  of  oats  for  the  use  of  the  team,  whether 
you  want  it  or  not,  for  I  am  not  taking  anything 
for  nothing.  But  I  am  going  on  the  principle 
of  making  my  head  save  my  heels.’’ 

The  team  was  soon  ready,  and  Charlie  went 
back  for  the  farmer  whom  he  had  hired. 

“I  don’t  know  your  name,  or  even  what  sec¬ 
tion  you  are  from,”  said  Charlie.  “But  I  know 
an  honest  man  when  I  see  one,  and  names  don’t 
make  much  difference  anyway.  Come  on,  the 
wagon’s  ready.” 

“Well,  stranger,  my  name  is  Hezekiah  Denny, 
and  my  wife’s  name  is  Liz.  What’s  yourn — I’m 
jest  as  willin’  ter  believe  ye  honest  an’  upright.” 

“My  name  is  Charlie  Chapman,”  replied  our 
hero,  “so  now  we’re  all  well  enough  acquainted. 
Come  on,  and  bring  your  duds.” 

“They  ain’t  none,  mister,”  said  a  sad-faced 
woman,  as  the  wife  came  from  the  little  room, 
bearing  the  two  little  ones. 

“Well,  that  isn’t  very  nice — but  it’s  conveni¬ 
ent,  for  if  we  all  work  together  we  can  make 
enough  to  buy  all  sorts  of  good  things  during  the 
season.” 

Charlie  led  them  to  the  wagon,  where  he 
seated  the  woman  on  the  driver’s  seat,  beside  her 
husband,  to  whom  Charlie  handed  the  lines. 

“Now,  I’ll  mount  Black  Nell,  my  pony,  and  you 
folks  just  follow  me.  Up  this  way  to  the  store. 
Come  on.” 

With  the  two  youngsters  safely  sprawling  on 
the  floor  or  bed  of  the  big  wagon,  and  the  newly 
hired  tenants  driving,  Charlie  led  the  way  to  the 
leading  store  of  Fernbank. 

“Hello,  Charlie,”  called  the  proprietor,  “what’s 
this  ye  got  in  tow?” 

“This  is  my  new  tenant,  Mr.  Meeks,”  said 
Charlie  Chapman,  with  a  little  honest  pride.  “I’m 
going  to  try  to  run  my  mother’s  place  the  best 
possible  way,  and  I  think  that  it  is  a  good  thing 
to  get  some  help.” 

“Bully  for  you,  lad,”  said  Meeks.  “Have  you 
anything  to  swop  to-day?  You  are  always  a 
great  hand  at  changing  and  trading?” 

Charlie  nodded,  for  he  had  a  good  scheme  in 
his  mind,  which  he  promptly  unfolded. 

“I  have  a  good  deal  to  swop — anything  from 
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a  jackknife  to  a  barrel  of  cider.  But  you  know 
that  plow  down  there  that  we  had  in  our  barn. 
Dad  showed  it  to  you  once,  and  complained  about 
it?  And  you  said  it  was  good?” 

“Yes,  of  course  it  was  good.  I  sold  it  to  ’im 
myself.  It  was  one  of  the  finest  plows  that  I 
ever  sold  any  man  around  here.  And  I  ain’t 
ashamed  to  admit  it.  What  about  it?  That  plow 
will  last  ye  for  a  good  while  to  come — ye  ain’t 
kicking  about  it  again,  are  ye?” 

Charlie  kept  a  smile  back  with  difficulty,  for 
the  storekeeper  was  biting  at  his  little  bait  just 
as  he  had  expected  him  to  do. 

“Well,  then,  you  wouldn’t  advise  me  to  change 
it,  or  to  make  a  complaint  to  the  company.  They 
will  make  good,  for  you  said  so  to  dad.” 

The  storekeeper  knew  that  he  had  already  col¬ 
lected  a  good  commission  for  selling  that  plow, 
and  he  would  lose  it,  and  have  to  refund  if  there 
was  any  complaint. 

Consequently  he  did  as  ninety-nine  storekeep¬ 
ers  out  of  a  hundred  would  have  done,  and  stout¬ 
ly  forswore  himself  in  the  cause. 

“Boy,  you  take  my  advice.  I  am  an  old  man, 
and  am  willing  to  treat  you  honestly.” 

“I  believe  you,  Mr.  Meeks.  The  only  grudge 
I  ever  had  against  you  was  the  palming  off  that 
worthless  plow  on  my  father,  and  maybe  you 
didn’t  mean  any  harm.” 

Meeks  faced  the  lad,  with  a  red  countenance. 

“You’re  wrong — you  do  me  an  injustice!  That 
plow  is  better  to-day  than  it  ever  was.  By  jingo, 
it  is  a  valuable  one.  You  take  my  warning  and 
keep  it.  Don’t  kick,  but  let  the  matter  stand.  It 
is  worth  every  cent  it  cost.” 

A  couple  of  farmers  had  come  up,  and  were 
listening  to  the  conversation  with  interest. 

Meeks  knew  that  his  reputation  was  at  stake, 
and  so  did  Charlie. 

“Very  well,  then,  if  you  say  it  is  so  good,  I'll 
just  let  you  credit  me  with  the  price  of  that  plow 
— I’ll  deliver  it  back  here  this  afternoon  free  of 
charge,  and  as  the  value  has  increased  so  much, 
Mr.  Meeks,  you  can  sell  it  at  increased  profit.  I 
won’t  even  ask  you  for  any  of  the  interest  on  the 
money  which  you  have  had  all  this  time.” 

The  storekeeper  gasped. 

He  saw  the  amused  faces  of  the  grangers  re¬ 
garding  him  expectantly,  for  he  was  known  to 
be  a  hard  bargainer. 

“Gosh!  But  you’re  too  sharp  for  this  here 
peaceful  community,  Charlie  Chapman!”  cried 
the  man  at  last,  losing  his  temper. 

The  farmers  laughed,  and  the  joke  was  on 
Meeks,  who  admitted  being  defeated  for  once  in 
a  bicker.  There  was  no  alternative. 

Charlie  followed  up  his  advantage. 

The  storekeeper  swallowed  his  chagrin — and 
nearly  did  the  same  to  his  chew  of  tobacco  in  the 
excitement — while  Charlie  dismounted  from 
Black  Nell. 

“Now,  Mr.  Meeks,”  said  Charlie,  coming  up 
the  steps,  “I  might  as  well  put  in  my  order  at 
once.  That  was  a  good  plow  and  I  know  you 
will  prove  your  squareness  by  keeping  faith.  So 
I’ll  tell  you  what  I  want  right  now.” 

“I’ll  do  it,  although  I’m  losing  a  lot  of  money. 
But  bein’  as  it’s  your  daddy’s  son,  who  I  went  to 
school  with — -vour  dad  and  I  grew  up  together — 
well,  I’ll  let  it  go.  What  is  your  scheme?” 


(To  be  continued) 
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THE  NEWS  IN  SHORT  ARTICLES. 


LIGHTNING  BURNS  SHOES,  SOCKS 
During  a  recent  thunder  storm,  Grantsburg, 
Wis.,  Clarence  Westlund  had  an  experience  which 
he  will  not  soon  forget.  While  sitting  with  his 
feet  on  the  stove  hearth  Westlund  was  struck  by 
a  currrent  of  lightning,  which  hit  his  feet,  burned 
the  soles  off  his  shoes,  also  his  stockings,  and 
badly  burned  the  soles  of  his  feet.  The  current 
then  passed  up  his  leg,  around  the  body  and 
back  to  one  of  his  shoulders.  Except  for  blis¬ 
tering,  he  is  uninjured. 


GARDEN  6,930  FEET  HIGH 

One  of  the  most  extraordinary  botanical  gar¬ 
dens  in  the  world  is 'that  laid  out,  at  an  altitude 
of  6,930  feet,  on  the  “Little  St.  Bernard,”  near 
the  valley  of  Aosta,  Italy. 

This  garden,  established  by  the  late  rector  of 
the  hospice,  M.  Chanoux,  comprises  specimens  of 
practically  all  mountain  flora,  whether  it  grows 
the  Alps,  the  Balkans,  the  Carpathians,  the 
C  icasus,  the  Pyrenees,  the  Himalayas  or  among 
ti.e  mountains  of  America,  Japan  and  New  Zea¬ 
land. 

It  was  begun  in  1892,  but  was  not  actually 
ready  for  inspection  until  1897,  when  the  rector 
of  the  hospice  intrusted  it  to  the  care  of  Prof. 
Vaccari. 


SOAP  FROM  CLAY 

Soap  from  clay  is  the  promise  made  by  a 
group  of  British  chemists  who  have  been  working 
on  the  utilization  of  this  plentiful .  material  for 
a  number  of  years  and  who  have  just  established 
the  commercial  usefulness  of  their  discoveries. 
Their  work  is  being  described  in  a  series  of 
articles  in  a  technical  paper  by  Prof.  F.  C.  Wes¬ 
ton,  a  leading  British  authority  on  colloidal  chem¬ 
istry  who  has  been  in  touch  with  their  experi¬ 
ments. 

Stripped  of  all  technical  verbiage  what  this 
group  has  discovered  is  a  method  of  making  use 
of  China  clay  which  is  found  in  large  quantities 
both  in  Britain  and  the  United  States,  not  as  an 
adulterant,  but  as  an  ingredient  in  soap  making. 
Soap,  as  most  people  know,  is  made  now  from 
fat  and  fat  is  scarce  and  expensive  and  is  becom¬ 
ing  scarcer  and  more  expensive  every  year.  China 
clay  is  plentiful  and  cheap.  It  can  be  had  for 
the  digging  and  the  process  of  turning  it  into 
soap-making  material  is  cheap  and  easy.  It  is 
claimed  that  it  can  be  used  up  to  fifty  per  cent, 
in  combination  with  the  usual  fatty  acids  in  soap 
making  and  that  the  soap  thus  made  lathers  as 
well,  is  as  cleansing  and  as  pleasant  to  use  as 
soap  made  in  the  old  way  of  all  fat.  What  this 
means  to  industry  may  be  realized  when  it  is 
stated  that  fats  for  soap  making  cost  at  present 
in  England  something  like  $200  a  ton  while  the 
refined  china  clay  can  be  produced  and  sold  at 
an  excellent  profit  for  something  like  $75  a  ton. 

So  far,  the  clays  used  have  been  from  the 
famous  Cornish  beds  but  experiments  with 
Georgia  days  have  demonstrated  that  they  can 
be  used  equally  well  and  no  doubt  there  are  many 


other  clays  in  the  United  States  that  are  equally 
suitable. 

The  process  by  which  the  clay  is  prepared  is 
simplicity  itself.  After  mining  it  is  purified  by 
a  combined  washing  and  chemical  process  and 
the  resultant  finely  divided  clay  after  being  run 
into  a  settling  tank  is  dried  and  is  ready  for 
use.  It  is  a  soft  soapy  substance  without  a 
trace  of  grit. 

The  purified  clay  has  also  been  used  in  Eng¬ 
land  in  the  manufacture  of  printing  inks,  for 
color  striking,  and  a  substitute  for  much  more 
expensive  chemicals  in  the  vulcanization  of  rub¬ 
ber. 


GERMAN  PAPER  SUITS  UNFIT  FOR  WEAR 

HERE 

Walter  H.  Burton,  a  Chicago  woolen  merchant, 
who  returned  from  Europe  recently,  says  that 
the  paper  suits  made  in  Germany,  which  were 
apparently  being  boosted  by  certain  officials  of 
the  Administration  in  Washington,  would  be  of 
no  use  in  this  country  on  account  of  the  heat. 

“During  the  long  war,”  Mr.  Burton  continued, 
“the  Germans  had  to  fall  back  upon  all  kind3 
of  materials  to  make  clothing  out  of,  as  they 
had  no  wool  or  cotton  to  make  cloth.  Their 
manufacturers  did  wonders  with  paper.  They 
made  shirts,  underwear  of  all  descriptions,  col¬ 
lars,  caps,  sheets,  towels  and  bed  coverings.  The 
tablecloths  in  the  hotels  when  I  was  in  Ger¬ 
many  three  weeks  ago  were  nearly  all  made  of 
paper  except  at  the  Atlantic  Hotel  in  Hamburg, 
which  is  owned  by  the  Hamburg-American  Line, 
and  has  been  furnished  from  the  supplies  that 
were  intended  for  the  ships. 

“The  paper  suits  and  underwear  are  all  right 
to  keep  people  warm  in  cold  weather,  but  they 
are  very  trying  in  the  summer,  even  in  Ger¬ 
many,  where  the  temperature  is  much  lower  than 
in  New  York  and  there  is  less  humidity. 

“The  underwear  and  the  shirts  stick  to  one 
when  they  become  soaked  through  with  pers¬ 
piration  and  have  to  be  removed  in  pieces.  The 
suits  look  O.  K.  until  the  rain  comes,  and  then 
good-by  clothes.  They  shrink  up  and  are  likely 
to  fab  apart  suddenly  in  a  manner  that  causes 
confusion,  to  the  wearer.  People  who  wear  these 
paper  suits  have  to  take  to  shelter  directly  a 
shower  comes  on  and  wait  until  it  is  over,  which 
might  mean  several  hours.” 

Mr.  Burton  said  he  saw  good  serviceable  suits 
sold  retail  in  London  in  the  stores  of  Mallaby 
Deely,  ^member  of  Parliament,  and  other  tailor¬ 
ing  establishments,  for  the  equivalent  of  $14  in 
American  currency.  He  added  that  the  duty  on 
low  grade  woolens  in  the  United  States  was 
about  35  per  cent.,  so  that  allowing  for  duty, 
freight  and  profit  the  suits  could  be  imported 
and  retailed  here  at  $30  each  for  the  coming 
winter.  The  fit  was  not  quite  the  regulation 
Fifth  avenue  style,  he  added,  but  with  a  littlo 
alteration  would  be  quite  presentable  and  would 
wear  well  for  business  purposes. 
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WILD  BOAR  HUNTING 


By  Paul  Braddon. 


Most  of  my  early  life  was  spent  on  the  plains 
and  in  the  wildernesses  and  fastnesses  of  the 
mountains.  A  portion  of  my  time  was  spent  in 
the  service  of  the  Government,  acting  as  guide 
to  various  exploring  and  surveying  parties. 

It  was  in  the  summer  of  1854  that  General 

I) _ came  to  me  to  know  if  I  would  take  charge 

of  and  act  as  guide  for  a  party  of  distinguished 
foreigners  who  wished  to  do  some  shooting  on 
the  plains.  I  consented,  providing  they  would 
permit  me  to  accompany  them  as  one  of  tne 
party.  Well,  they  accepted  my  conditions.  The 
party  were  mostly  Germans  and  Austrians,  the 
highest  in  rank  among  them  being  a  prince  of  the 
royal  blood — Prince  Carl. 

I  soon  found  that  they  were  jolly  good  fellows 
in  spite  of  their  titles.  When  we  went  into  camp, 
as  we  did  every  night,  Prince  Carl  always  took 
his  turn  in  bringing  wood  and  water. 

Prince  Carl  (I  always  called  him  plain  “Carl”) 
was  broiling  a  steak  taken  from  the  rump  of  the 
first  buffalo  we  had  shot.  His  face  was  all  aglow 
with  enthusiasm,  for  he  had  enjoyed  the  exciting 
chase  immensely. 

“It  was  excellent  sport!”  he  ejaculated. 

“Buffalo  hunting  is  the  choice  of  all  hunting 
on  the  face  of  the  earth  in  my  opinion,”  I  re¬ 
turned,  American-like,  wishing  to  feel  that 
America  was  ahead  in  everything. 

“Well,”  he  said,  “St.  John,  we’ll  not  dispute 
the  point;  it’s  purely  a  matter  of  opinion,  any¬ 
how.  But  tiger  hunting  in  the  jungles  of  India 
is,  to  my  mind,  a  little  more  exciting.” 

“Not  as  good  as  buffalo,”  I  persisted. 

“And  then  there’s  boar  hunting,  our  national 
sport,  so  to  speak.  The  chasing  of  a  boar  will 
make  the  blood  of  every  true  sportsman  run 
high.” 

“Pooh!  A  boar’s  a  wild  hog,  ain’t  it?” 

“Yes.” 

“And  squeals  the  minute  he’s  covered,  of 
course.” 

“Does  he!”  with  a  smile,  and  the  prince  lighted 
his  pipe  with  a  brand  from  the  fire.  “St.  John, 
do  you  ever  expect  to  go  to  Europe?” 

“I  don’t  know.  Perhaps.” 

“If  you  do,  I  promise  you  that  you  will  change 
our  opinion  after  I’ve  treated  you  to  a  boar 
unt,  as  I  should  undoubtedly  do  if  you  came.” 

This  was  all  that  was  said  about  the  matter  at 
the  time.  But  we  were  together  for  several 
months  after  that,  and  he  and  I  became  warm 
friends.  When  the  time  for  parting  came  I  could 
not  question  the  warmth  or  genuine  character 
of  his  invitation  to  pay  him  a  visit  in  case  of 
my  making  a  trip  to  the  old  world.  “If  I  ever 
go  to  Europe  you’ll  see  me  of  a  certainty,”  I  re¬ 
turned  as  we  shook  hands  for  the  last  time.  “I’d 
like  to  hunt  for  wild  hogs.” 

It  was  about  five  years  after  this  that  I  went 
to  Europe. 

I  wrote  to  Prince  Carl.  He  replied  immediate¬ 
ly  on  receiving  my  letter.  His  reply  showed 
the  same  old  cordiality  and  he  repeated  his  warm 
invitation  to  come  and  see  him. 


Three  weeks  after  landing  in  Liverpool  I 
reached  the  house  of  Prince  Carl,  and  barring 
the  confounded  scraping  and  bowing,  it  was  very 
pleasant  to  be  an  inmate  of  his  house. 

The  prince  and  a  few  friends  had  been  out 
only  a  couple  of  days  before,  and  there  was  still 
some  of  the  boar  meat  left  in  the  house — con¬ 
found  it!  I  should  say  castle. 

A  boar  hunt  had  been  arranged  to  take  place 
the  second  day  after  my  arrival,  and  of  course 
I  was  made  one  of  the  party. 

A  finer  day  for  the  boar  chase  could  not  have 
been  selected. 

At  last  we  were  all  in  readiness  and  it  struck 
me  that  they  made  a  great  many  preparations, 
if  boar  hunting  was  what  I  call  “pig-sticking.” 

Never  before  had  I  seen  such  a  vicious-looking 
lot  of  dogs. 

A  ride  of  an  hour  brought  us  to  the  edge  of  an 
open  woods,  in  which  Carl  said  he  hoped  we 
might  start  a  boar,  as  the  horses  could  more 
easily  pursue  him  here  than  where  the  growth 
was  heavier. 

Two  of  the  wild  boars  broke  from  a  nearby 
covert,  where  they  had  been  feeding.  Like  a 
flash  they  crossed  our  line  of  vision  and  dis¬ 
appeared,  separating  and  following  gradually  di¬ 
versing  lines. 

Carl  glanced  at  me.  I  nodded  and  away  we 
went  as  fast  as  the  powerful  horses  could  carry 
us,  following  in  the  direction  of  the  hounds. 

Faster — faster!  The  excitement  of  the  chase 
was  beginning  to  grow  on  me. 

How  we  flew!  I  never  stopped  to  reflect  that 
I  was  new  to  boar  hunting.  I  was  drawing  up 
on  the  hounds.  I  knew  that,  though  I  could  not 
see  them,  for  their  cries  were  closer. 

Such  speed  was  more  than  reckless — it  was 
madness — it  was  insanity. 

Carl  called  to  me  to  pause. 

I  was  vaguely  conscious  that  he  did  so,  but 
it  made  no  difference  to  me  then. 

What  I  wanted  was  to  get  on  faster  and  toward 
that  object  I  devoted  every  feeling. 

Now  I  was  pulling  sharply  on  this  rein,  now 
on  the  other,  to  avoid  collision  with  some  giant 
tree  which  obstructed’  a  straight  course;  and 
every  few  seconds  I  was  obliged  to  dodge  to 
save  myself  from  being  swept  from  the  saddle 
by  some  low,  branching  limb.  Suddenly  the 
hounds  gave  cry  in  a  different  tongue. 

My  well-trained  horse  understood  it,  though  I 
did  not,  and  the  movements  he  made  called  my 
attention  to  him,  which  was  hardly  done  when 
I  was  nearly  lifted  from  the  saddle,  the  reins 
being  wrenched  from  my  hands;  I  went  over  my 
steed’s  rump  and  landed  on  the  earth  in  a  sit¬ 
ting  posture.  It  stunned  me  and  drove  every 
bit  of  breath  from  my  body. 

My  steed  had  gone  on  a  few  feet  further  and 
then  had  stopped  short,  much  to  my  surprise. 
But  I  soon  saw  the  reason.  The  boar  had  been 
brought  to  bay  and  was  now  surrounded  by  the 
dogs,  who  jumped  at  and  worried  him  while 
they  hemmed  him  in,  waiting  for  the  arrival  of 
the  huntsmen,  and  taking  care  to  keep  out  of 
the  way  of  those  long,  curled  and  gleaming  white 
tusks.  As  I  gasped  for  breath  and  slowly  arose 
to  my  feet  I  faced  the  “wild  hog”  and  all  my 
contempt  for  the  animal  vanished. 

He  was  the  perfect  picture  of  wild  ferocity. 
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and  as  I  saw  his  greenish-red  glaring  eyes  fast¬ 
ened  on  me  I  would  have  given  a  thousand  dol¬ 
lars  to  have  been  in  the  Rockies  facing  a  grizzly. 

And  such  a  sound  as  came  from  ftis  throat! 

I  know  of  nothing  to  liken  it  to.  It  was  not  a 
howl,  nor  a  yell,  nor  a  shriek,  but  it  vvas  a  blood¬ 
curdling  combination  of  them  all,  with  a  grunt 
under  it.  His  first  charge  was  on  the  dogs. 

They  scattered  like  chaff  before  a  gale,  yet 
taking  care — exhibiting  a  remarkable  intelligence 
— :o  keep  him  hemmed  in. 

Snarling,  snapping  they  closed  in  on  the  boar. 
Then  I  saw  the  manner  in  which  he  made  use 
of  the  long,  backward  curving  tusks  that  pro¬ 
jected  from  his  lower  jaw.  A  dog  had  impu¬ 
dently  approached  too  close.  The  hog  made  a 
dash,  his  head  was  swiftly  lowered  and  was  then 
yanked  upward  with  all  the  immense  strength 
that  resided  in  the  muscles  of  his  short,  thick 
neck. 

The  point  of  the  tusk  nearest  the  dog  caught 
him  under  the  belly,  and  when  the  boar’s  head 
was  so  swiftly  raised  the  sharp  tusk  cut  like  a 
knife  and  gashed  him  and  laid  him  open  to  the 
very  backbone. 

The  boar  now  charged  on  the  steed  I  had  rid¬ 
den.  The  horse  was  an  old  boar  hunter  and  rap¬ 
idly  wheeled  about  on  his  hind  legs,  presenting 
his  broadside  to  the  animal,  just  so  that  a  man 
on  his  back  could  have  delivered  the  boar  a 
telling  and  deathly  blow.  But  I,  his  rider,  was 
net  in  my  saddle  to  give  him  that  thrust. 

Heavens!  What  a  scream  was  uttered  by  the 
horse  the  next  minute.  The  boar’s  sharp  tusk, 
already  reddened  by  the  dog’s  blood,  had  laid 
open  the  flesh  on  one  of  the  horse’s  hind  legs, 
cutting  to  the  bone  and  severing  every  tendon 
it  encountered.  Leaving  the  horse,  the  boar  now 
came  at  me  with  his  hideous  and  immense  mouth 
wide  open. 

I  had  lost  my  rifle  at  the  time  of  my  fall  from 
my  horse  and  the  only  weapon  I  now  had  in  my 
[possession  was  a  stumpy,  two-edged  dagger, 
which  Carl  had  given  me  just  before  -starting. 
“It  i s  with  that  we  give  him  the  finishing  stroke,” 
he  had  said  at  the  time.  There  was  no  time  to 
I  ponder  over  the  situation;  it  was  fight  or  run. 

Fight  or  run9  1 4  remembered  my  bet,  and 
I  although  I  had  not  regained  my  breath.  I  drew 
Ithe  hunting-knife,  and  the  boar  lowered  his  head, 
[made  a  rush,  tossed  up  his  head — I  struck — then 
[reeled  back  with  a  groan. 

The  point  of  his  tusk  had  entered  the  flesh 
ijust  above  my  knee,  and  had  gashed  me  to  my 
Sth:gh,  though  fortunately  not  very  deeply.  I  no 
■longer  had  a  scoffing  word  for  the  boar.  He  was 
la  worthy  victim  for  any  man’s  steel. 

I  heard  shouts  and  cries  of  alarm.  Carl  and 
Ithe  others  were  coming.  Ha!  They  should  not 
Isay  that  I  was  a  coward,  that  I  had  turned  tail! 

Blindly  I  fought  the  brute,  slashing  and  cut- 
jting  at  him,  aiming  at  his  eyes  and  trying  to 
■destroy  his  sight. 

The  cries  drew  nearer.  I  was  retreating;  I 

u  '  not  help  it.  But  though  he  forced  me 
fcprkward,  T  kept  my  face  to  him. 

'  n  tf  e  boar  was  about  to  charge.  I  tried 
■x>  back  quickly,  and  planted  myself  against 
-ho  t  nk  of  a  tree,  much  to  my  consternation, 
lor  now  1  formed  the  best  of  targets  for  those 
rrae!  tt  ks.  But  my  wits  did  not  desert  me. 


The  dogs  were  snapping  and  snarling  about 
him,  but  as  long  as  he  did  not  feel  their  teeth 
he  paid  no  attention  to  them. 

“Sic  him — sic  him!”  I  gasped,  hoping  to  arouse 
the  dogs  into  attacking  him,  and  drawing  hi 3 
attention  from  me. 

In  vain.  In  just  one  second  that  tusk  would 
be  ripping  me  open  as  it  had  the  dog. 

I  raised  my  knife,  prepared  for  at  least  one 
last  grand  effort,  and - 

Crack!  The  rifle  of  Hans,  an  old  hunter,  sud¬ 
denly  spoke,  and  the  boar  stopped  short  in  hi3 
wild  onset. 

Like  a  flash  he  suddenly  turned  and  darted  to 
one  side,  and  following  him  with  my  eyes  I  saw 
him  making  toward  Hans. 

Half  way  between  us  the  boar  staggered,  then 
planted  his  fore  hoofs  at  wide  angles,  and  tossed 
his  head,  and  swiftly  flashed  his  eyes  around  on 
the  dogs,  who  leaped  and  growled  and  dashed 
and  snapped  at  him. 

Hans  flung  himself  from  his  horse,  who  stood 
stock  still  just  where  he  was  left.  Keeping  un¬ 
der  cover,  Hans  quickly  placed  himself  in  the 
rear  of  the  bo^r. 

Then  he  bounded  swiftly  forward,  the  dogs 
clearing  the  way  for  him,  and  the  next  instant 
Hans  was  beside  the  boar,  grasping  an  ear  in 
one  hand,  his  two-edged  dagger  in  the  other,  pre¬ 
paring  to  strike.  Quick  as  lightning  the  dogs, 
no  longer  showing  fear,  sprang  on  the  boar  and 
were  in  at  the  death. 

Hans  struck,  the  dogs  fastened  their  fangs  in 
the  boar,  and  the  animal  fell,  bleeding  in  a  hun¬ 
dred  places. 

“Well  done!” 

So  Carl  exclaimed,  and  those  with  him  ap¬ 
plauded  as  well  the  splendid  exhibition  of  skill 
shown  by  Hans  in  dispatching  the  boar. 

“I  never  turn  tail!”  I  gasped,  and  then  I  must 
have  fainted  from  loss  of  blood,  for  the  next  I 
recollect  was  when  I  awoke  and  found  myself  in 
bed,  suffering  exceeding  pain  from  my  wound. 

That  was  my  first,  last  and  only  boar  hunt.  I 
did  not  care  for  any  more.  I  had  not  been  edu¬ 
cated  up  to  that  kind  of  sport  perhaps,  and  much 
preferred  the  hug  of  a  grizzly  to  the  sharp  tusks 
and  sudden,  swift  assaults  of  a  boar. 

Carl  paid  the  wine  when  I  was  pble  to  get  out 
of  bed  ten  days  later. 

The  other  boar  had  been  easily  captured. 

I  must  confess  that  I  enjoyed  the  dainty  tid¬ 
bits  of  boar  meat  which  they  brought  me  while 
I  was  confined  to  bed,  and  yet — perhaps  it’s  be¬ 
cause  1^  am  still  a  regular  backwoods,  up-and- 
down  Yankee  Doodle  American — I  don’t  know 
but  what  I  relish  bear  or  Buffalo  meat  as  well, 
if  not  a  little  better,  than  that  of  “wild  hogs.” 

«.  “\es”  J  admitted,  as  I  bade  my  host  good-by, 

it  is  exciting  hunting.  Ill  not  say  another 
slighting  word  about  boars,  for  there’s  no  deny¬ 
ing  that  they  can  fight.” 


“Why,  Willie,  what  has  kept  you  so  late?  Did 
you  have  to  stay  after  school?  I’m  afraid  you 
have  been  naughty.”  “No,  ma’am,  I  ain’t  never 
naughty.  Bobby  Jones  was  licked  for  bein’  very 
naughty,  an’  I  stayed  after  school  to  hear  him 
yell.” 
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ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 

NO  BOTTOM 

A  miner  lowered  into  a  subterranean  cavern 
opened  by  a  miner’s  blast  at  Volcano,  Nev.,  some 
time  ago,  was  unable  to  discover  the  ends  of  the 
fissure.  Stones  dropped  through  the  opening 
could  be  heard  bounding,  from  wall  to  wall,  but 
there  was  no  sound  indicating  that  they  had 
reached  the  bottom.  Sparkling  stalactite  on  the 
sides  of  the  cavern  were  revealed  by  lights  low¬ 
ered  through  the  opening. 

BOY  BEATS  GIRLS  BAKING 
Wesley  Sheldon,  a  fourteen-year-old  boy  of 
Ashburnham,  Mass.,  was  declared  the  winner  of 
the  Worcester  County  Farm  Bureau  breadmaking 
contests,  in  which  many  girls  competed  from 
every  city  and  town  in  the  county.  During  a 
period  of  three  months  he  made  fifty-eight 
loaves  of  bread  in  nineteen  bakings,  performed 
seventy-six  hours  of  housework,  and  used  forty- 
eight  hours  in  doing  errands  for  his  mother. 


KILLED  WITH  SCRUB  BROOM 
A  wery  large  hawk  was  killed  recently  by  the 
wife  of  Lewis  Hall,  who  lives  on  Route  2,  Bladen, 
N.  C.,  with  a  common  house  scrub  broom.  The 
woman  was  in  her  house  using  the  broom  when 
her  attention  was  directed  to  a  commotion  among 
her  chickens  in  the  yard,  when  she  ran  out  with 
broom  in  hand  and  found  a  large  hawk  busy  try¬ 
ing  to  capture  a  fowl.  She  used  the  broom  and 
killed  the  hawk  at  the  first  lick.  Other  than  the 
excitement,  the  chickens  were  unharmed. 


BEAR  VISITS  BARNYARD 
\  big  black  bear,  which  thrives  on  little  pigs 
and  fat  ducks,  is  the  latest  vagabond  to  worry 
residents  of  the  Forty-ninth  avenue  district, 
South  Vancouver,  Canada. 

Mr.  Bear,  who  evidently  lives  in  an  adjacent 
forest,  has  made  two  trips  to  the  city.  Thus 
far  he  is  at  large. 

His  latest  visit  took  him  to  the  yard  of  John 
Greaves,  on  Forty-ninth  avenue  and  Prince  Ed¬ 
ward  street.  Greaves  and  his  son-in-law  heard 
the  pigs  a-squealing.  They  came;  the  bear  went. 

Four  pigs  had  been  mauled.  Four  ducks, 
partly  eaten,  evidently  had  composed  bruin’s  first 
course. 


REMAKING  NEW  ZEALAND 

More  rapid  changes  in  animal  and  vegetable 
life  are  taking  place  in  New  Zealand  than  almost 
anywhere  else  in  the  world.  The  native  Poly¬ 
nesian  race  is  disappearing  before  the  European; 
the  native  wild  animals  amount  to  little  in  con¬ 
test  with  the  imported  species,  many  of  which 
now  run  wild;  the  streams  are  full  of  American 
and  European  trout,  which  attain  an  enormous 
size,  and  even  the  forests  are  being  replaced  by 
the  planting  of  foreign  trees  as  the  native  ones 
disappear. 

Eleven  million  larches,  oaks,  spruces,  Douglas 
firs  and  eucalyptus  have  already  been  planted  and 
vast  numbers  of  seedlings  are  coming  in  all  the 
time.  The  reason  for  replacing  the  native  trees 
with  species  from  the  United  States,  Europe  and 
Australia  is  that  those  of  New  Zealand  are  too 
slow  of  growth,  although  some  of  them  produce 
excellent  timber.  The  implantations  thrive  every¬ 
where. 

- o«  , 

LAUGHS 

“In  Japan  you  can  bpy  a  wife  for  a  few  old 
sardine  cans  and  some  beads.”  “Well,  a  good 
wife  is  worth  that.” 


“He  always  was  a  bad  egg,  but  nobody  seemed 
to  notice  it  while  he  was  rich.”  “Yes,  he  was 
all  right  until  he  was  broke.” 


Elocutionist — Strike  for  your  altars  and  vour 
fires!  Strike!  Till  the  last  armed  foe —  Fan — 
Dat  s  t\vro  strikes,  mister !  One  more  an’  yer  out. 

“My  husband  has  a  terrible  attack  of  grip.” 
“What  are  you  doing  for  him?”  “Nothing.  He 
has  his  life  insured  for  sixty  thousand  dollars.” 


“I  understand  that  after  waiting  twenty  years 
she  married  a  struggling  man?’  “Yes,  poor  chap! 
He  struggled  the  best  he  knew  how,  but  she 
landed  him.” 


\\  eary  Clerk  Have  you  any  fountain  pens 
that  wron  t  blot  when  they  are  nearly  empty? 
Dealer — Why,  sir,  I  have  fountain  pens  that 
won’t  blot  when  they  are  entirely  empty. 


Crabshaw — If  you  insist  on  this  new  gown  I’ll 
have  to  get  it  on  credit.  Mrs.  Crabshaw — As 
long  as  it’s  going  to  be  charged,  dear,  I  may  as 
well  get  a  more  expensive  one. 


First  Boarder — Smith  must  be  behind  in  his 
board.  Second  Boarder — What  makes  you  think 
that?  First  Boarder — I  notice  he’s  had  the  neck 
of  the  chicken  for  the  last  three  Sundays. 


Rube— Where’s  yer  boy  naow?  Josh— He’s  in 
New  York.  Rube— Which  side’s  he  on  by  this 
time?  Josh— What  d’yer  mean?  Rube— Is  he 
sellin’  gold  bricks  a’ready  or  buyin’  ’em  yet? 


“Mrs.  Caswell,  while  you  were  in  Venice  did 
you  see  the  Bridge  of  Sighs?”  “Oh,  yes,  I  saw 
what  they  called  that;  but,  my  land!*  I’ve  seen 
bridges  ten  times  its  size  without  ever  going  out 
of  Pennsylvania!” 
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THE  U.  S.  NAVY'S  SWIFTEST  VESSEL 

Steaming  at  the  rate  of  38.257  knots  the  U. 
S.  “Satterlee”  in  her  recent  official  trials  broke 
ail  American  speed  records.  The  best  previous 
record  made  by  an  American  war  vessel  was 
37.04  knots.  The  “Satterlee”  is  driven  by  two 
14,000-horse-power  Westinghouse  compound  tur¬ 
bines,  which  developed  31,223  horse-power  and 
broke  all  records  for  vessels  of  this,  the  de¬ 
stroyer,  class. 


PORCELAIN  COIN  IN  GERMANY 

The  first  German  porcelain  money  is  being 
manufactured  in  Meissen,  Saxony,  and  will  con¬ 
sist  of  300,000  twenty  pfennig  pieces  for  use  on 
the  Hamburg  elevated  railway. 

The  city  of  Meissen,  as  well  as  several  other 
towns,  has  ordered  porcelain  coins  for  local  use, 
with  a  view  of  solving  the  present  unclean  and 
easily  tearable  paper  currency.  The  German  Re¬ 
public  is  said  to  be  about  to  introduce  porcelain 
coins  ranging  from  10  pfennigs  to  five  marks. 


CHOW’S  BELT  A  DREAM 
Six  one-pound  cans  of  opium,  alleged  to  have 
been  smuggled,  were  taken  from  Chow  Sing,  sev¬ 
enteen,  of  No.  42  Sands  street,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y., 
as  he  was  leaving  the  pier  at  the  foot  of  56th 
street,  that  borough,  the  other  day. 

As  Chow,  who  is  employed  on  a  steamship, 
p&^s&d  through,  tho  gate  to  the  street,  Patrick 
Gaffney  of  the  customs  service  noticed  that  his 
waist  line  seemed  inflated.  A  search  revealed  the 
cans,  attached  to  a  belt  worn  inside  his  clothing. 
The  prisoner  was  taken  before  United  States 
Commissioner  Hennessy  and  was  held  in  $1,000 
bail. 


POUGHKEEPSIE  KITTEN  KILLS  A  SNAKE 


Dutchess  County,  N.  Y.,  has  the  prize  fighting 
kitten.  A  half-grown  cat  owned  by  residents  in 
the  outskirts  of  this  city  fought  a  life  and  death 
battle  with  a  black  snake,  and  not  only  worsted 
the  snake,  but  gloated  over  it  and  played  with 
it  after  it  was  hors  de  combat. 

The  snake,  of  the  black  variety,  had  been 
ba -king  in  the  sun  when  the  kitten  pounced  upon 
it  The  snake  immediately  started  to  coil  about 
the  young  cat,  but  the  latter  was  too  wary  to 
fall  into  the  trap  and  rushed  about  with  open 
mouth  and  outspread  claws,  slashing  at  the  snake. 
Th<-  battle  kept  up  for  nearly  20  minutes,  the 
fnake  V>leeding  profusely  from  the  long,  deep 
scratches  given  by  the  kitten’s  claws.  Finally 
the  rat  iank  its  claws  into  the  reptile’s  head  and 
pferced  its  brain.  The  snake  died,  but  as  the 
bu-  kept  up  the  twitching  that  is  usual  with  a 
r-  ;  -  •  until  sundown,  the  kitten  kept  guard, 
a  ••  r  o]y  biting  and  scratching,  until  the  body 
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farmer  measured  the  snake,  which  was 
long,  and  one  of  the  biggest  ever 
u.  section  of  the  country. 


$1,000  FROM  ONE  COW 

A  thousand  dollars  a  year  on  one  cow. 

This  is  the  remarkable  record  just  established 
by  Maj.  E.  S.  Person,  a  widely  known  cattle 
breeder  of  Minot,  N.  D.  A  Guernsey  heifer  on 
his  -farm  near  here,  besides  producing  nearly  $500 
worth  of  milk  in  the  last  year,  had  a  calf  which 
sold  for  approximately  this  amount. 

The  office  of  the  State  Dairy  Commissioner  is 
sending  out  field  workers  to  interest  farmers  in 
keeping  fine  dairy  cattle.  The  fanners  are  being 
encouraged  to  form  organizations  which  under 
the  provisions  of  a  bill  enacted  by  the  last  Legis¬ 
lature  may  obtain  State  aid  for  the  purchase  of 
purebreds. 

The  growth  of  the  dairy  industry  is  reflected 
in  the  official  reports  of  the  Dairy  Commission¬ 
er’s  office.  Fifty  thousand  dollars  was  the  re¬ 
turn  to  producers  last  year,  more  than  three- 
fourths  of  this  amount  being  in  marketed  butter- 
fat,  according  to  the  reports. 

While  North  Dakota  is  still  considered  a  ban¬ 
ner  spring  wheat  State,  J.  J.  Osterhaus,  one  of 
the  Dairy  Commissioners,  believes  that  within 
2 ^  few  years  the  dairy  products  will  carry  a 
value  greater  than  that  of  the  grain  produced. 


"THE  WAY  TO  BECOME  A  MOVING  PIC¬ 
TURE  ACTRESS”  is  in  “Moving  Picture  Stories," 
No.  326.  Get  a  copy.  Price  7  cents;  postage  free. 
HARRY  E.  WOLFF,  166  W.  23rd  St.,  N.  Y. 
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PLUCK  AND  LUCK 


GOODREADING 


TARANTULA  ON  SHOULDER 
After  setting  down  a  crate  containing  a  buncli 
of  bananas  that  he  carried  across  the  store  on 
his  back,  John  Lunak,  an  employee  in  a  grocery 
store  at  Devil’s  Lake,  N.  D.,  felt  something 
crawling  on  his  shoulder,  and  putting  up  his  hand, 
came  in  contact  with  the  largest  tarantula  ever 
seen  in  the  city.  A  bite  from  the  creature  would 
have  meant  almost  certain  death. 


DOG'  BEATS  BADGER 
The  old  theory  that  a  badger  can  whip  any  dog 
that  ever  walked  on  four  legs  has  sustained  a 
rude  jolt.  Dan  and  Ray  Baker,  Junction  City, 
Ky.,  while  crossing  a  field  spied  what  they  be¬ 
lieved  to  be  a  raccoon  hole.  Securing  shovels, 
they  began  to  dig,  and  they  found  their  quarry 
to  be  a  mature  badger.  A  husky  bulldog  owned 
by  the  boys  discovered  the  fact  about  the  same 
time.  He  hesitated  not,  however,  and  the  battle 
was  on.  Towser  won,  “ace  high.” 


RABBIT  FUR  VALUABLE 
Millions  of  rabbits  are  killed  annually  in  the 
British  islands  and  in  Australia  for  their  skins, 
or,  rather  for  their  fur,  which  is  used  in  making 
felt  hats.  Great  quantities  of  the  English  rab¬ 
bit-skins  are  sent  to  the  hat  manufacturers  in 
the  United  States,  but  first  they  go  to  the  con¬ 
tinent  of  Europe  to  have  the  long,  useless  hairs 
laboriously  pulled  out  by  cheap  hand  labor.  Satis¬ 
factory  machines  to  do  this  work  are  said  to  be 
lacking.  After  the  skins  reach  America  the  close 
hair,  or  fur,  is  shaved  off  to  be  made  into  felt. 


STORM  STRIPS  CHICKENS 

Many  visitors  were  attracted  to  the  farm  of 
Harvey  Lyman,  between  Newport  and  Stanton, 
Del.,  one  day,  to  view  the  freak  effects  of  a 
night’s  storm,  news  of  which  had  spread. 

Nearly  all  the  chickens,  ducks  and  geese  were 
blown  away.  The  few  that  remained  had  been 
so  tossed  about  they  were  stripped  of  their 
feathers.  There  was  only  one  chicken  coop  left, 
the  others  having  been  blown  so  far  they  have 
not  yet  been  located. 

The  barn  was  blown  down  and  the  roof  taken 
from  the  house,  but  the  machinery  and  farm 
wagons  in  the  barn  were  not  even  moved.  A 
large  water  tank  on  the  second  floor  was  carried 
several  hundred  feet.  Clothing  was  blown  from 
the  third  floor  of  the  house  and  lodged  in  trees 
several  hundred  feet  away. 


SIBERIA  IS  LARGE 

A  traveler  in  Siberia  says  that  few  people  re¬ 
alize  the  immensity  of  that  country.  To  think 
of  a  single  state  stretching  through  130  degrees 
of  longitude  and  possessing  one-ninth  of  all  the 
land  surface  of  the  globe  is  staggering.  The 
United  States  and  all  its  possessions,  and  all 
Europe,  except  Russia,  could  be  put  in  Siberia, 
with  land  enough  left  over  to  make  thirty-five 
states  like  Connecticut.  He  had  thought  of  it 
as  a  convict  settlement  only,  as  most  persons  do, 
Jfc-  ^ubt.  He  found  it  a  country  of  nearly  9,000,- 


000  people,  97  per  cent,  of  whom  are  either  na¬ 
tives  or  voluntary  immigrants,  and  all  living  bet¬ 
ter  and  enjoying  more  political  and  religious  lib¬ 
erty  than  people  in  European  Russia  have.  Where 
he  traveled  it  was  like  Minnesota,  wrhere  wffieat, 
rye  and  vegetables  and  strawberries,  raspberries 
and  currants  grow,  and  sheep  and  horses  graze 
unsheltered  the  year  round. 


TRACING  A  COUNTERFTIT  BILL 

The  tracing  of  counterfeit  bills  back  to  th© 
person  lesponsible  for  their  issue  is  a  curious 
and  exciting  employment.  The  experts  assigned 
by  the  Government  to  this  work  are  among  the 
most  skilful  members  of  the  Secret  Service. 
I  he  protection  of  the  currency  depends  in  large 
measure  upon  their  efficiency,  and  the  pains  they 
take  are  almost  infinite.  A  strange  story  told 
by  one  of.  these  operatives  illustrates  the  diffi¬ 
culties  which  they  meet  and  overcome. 

One  day  a  bank  clerk  in  Cincinnati  detected  a 
counterfeit  $20  bill  in  the  deposit  of  a.  small 
retail  grocer.  The  operative  was  sent  for  and 
undertook  the  case. 

He  found  that  the  grocer  received  the  bill  from 
a  shoe  dealer,  who  had  it  from  a  dentist,  who  had 
it  from  somebody  else,  and  so  on,  until  finally 
the  Secret  Seivice  man  traced  it  to  an  invalid 
woman  who  had  used  it  to  pay  her  physician. 
When  questioned,  she  said  the  money  had  been 
sent  to  her  by  her  brother,  who  lived  in  New 
Orleans. 

The  operative  looked  up  her  brother’s  pedigree,, 
and  was  certain  that  he  was  the  man  wanted. 
He  had  a  bad  record,  was  the  proprietor  of  a 
die,  and  was  just  the  sort  of  person  to  be  a 
confederate  of  counterfeiters.  The  operative 
went  to  New  Orleans  with  the  handcuffs  in  his 
pocket,  but  he  was  a  little  premature. 

The  man  proved  to  the  detective’s  complete 
satisfaction  that  he  had  received  the  money  as 
rent  for  a  small  house  he  owned  in  Pittsburg. 
The  operative  took  the  next  train  for  Pittsburg. 

The  tenant  of  the  house  proved  to  be  a  travel¬ 
ling  oculist,  who  spent  most  of  his  time  on  the 
road.  He  was  then  away  in  the  West,  but  the 
operative  saw  him  on  his  return  and  he  at  once 
recognized  the  bill.  It  had  been  given  him  by  a 
patient  in  Cincinnati,  the  very  point  from  which 
the  operative  had  started. 

The  patient  was  a  boss  carpenter.  The  Secret 
Service  man  got  his  address  from  the  oculist 
and  made  a  beeline  for  the  city.  He  had  a  prem¬ 
onition  that  something  was  going  to  happen 
and  he  wasn’t  disappointed. 

The  carpenter  was  an  honest  old  fellow,  and 
told  the  detective  without  hesitation  that  he  had 
received  the  bill  from  Mr.  Smith  for  repairing 
his  barn.  Mr.  Smith  was  the  small  grocer  in 
whose  bank  deposit  the  counterfeit  had  turned 
up.  The  detective  flew  to  his  store  as  fast  as  a 
taxi  could  carry  him  and  found  it  closed.  He  had 
left  town.  His  shop,  it  was  proved,  was  a  mer# 
blind. 


NEW  CROP  OF 

millionaires 


West  Virginia 
may  have  a  new 
crop  of  million¬ 
aires  in  the  near 
future. 

The  price  of  a 
ton  of  coal  varies 
from  $3.50  to  $14 
in  this  district; 
probably  the  av¬ 
erage  on  coal  not 
sold  under  con¬ 
tract  is  close  to 
$8.50.  The  same 
coal  went  beg¬ 
ging  at  prices  of 
from  $2.25  to  $3 
in  the  spring  of 
1919.  The  cost 
of  mining  coal  is 
scarcely  more 
than  $3  a  ton  in 
the  most  expen¬ 
sive  mines.  When 
an  operator  loads 
a  lifty-ton  car  it 
can  be  seen  that 
he  should  make 
at  least  $250  if  it 
is  not  sold  under 
contract  and  if  he 
is  not  afraid  of 
being  indicted.  Of 
course  some  oper¬ 
ators  are  tied  up 
entirely  by  con¬ 
tracts  and  have 
had  little  spot 
coal.  Others, 
rather  than  run 
the  chance  of  in¬ 
dictment  and  un¬ 
favorable  public¬ 
ity,  are  not  sell¬ 
ing  their  coal  at 
more  than  $5  a 
ton. 

But  still  others 
are  seHing  coal 
for  what  bidders 
are  willing  to 
pay,  and  some  of 
them  seem  to  be 
willing  to  pay 
high  prices.  For 
this  reason,  West  | 
V  i  r  g  i  n  i  a  will 
probably  have  a  | 
new'  crop  of  mil¬ 
lionaires,  much 
to  the  annoy¬ 
ance  of  the  “First 
i ami  lies/' 


Made  to  your  mear&rs,  payable  after 
'  h  the  clear  underatandinjr 
that  If  the  fit  is  not  perfect 
or  if  you  arq  net  satisfied  in 
©Tory  way,  if  you  are  net 
convinced  you  have  received 
a  fine,  high  grade,  stylish, 
perfect-fitting  tailored  suit 
.made  to  your  measures  and 
have  saved  $16  to  $20,  you 
are  not  under  the  slight¬ 
est  obligation  to  keep  it. 
Don’t  hesitate  or 
timid,  simply 
send  the  suit  back,  no 
cost  to  you.  You  are  not 
out  one  penny.  Any 
money  you  may  have  paid 
us  fa  refunded  at  ones. 

SAMPLES  FRE2 

Anymanyoung  or 
_ _ _  old  interested  hi  sav¬ 
ing  money.who  wants  to  c.resa  well  and  not  fee]  extrav¬ 
agant  is  invited  to  write  ua  for  our  free  book  of 
samples  and  fashions  explaining  everything,  Please 
write  letter  or  postal  today,  just  Bay  “Send  me  your 
samples’*  and  get  our  who\e  proposition  by  return 
mail.  Try  it— costs  you  nothing— just  a  postal,  get  the 
free  samples  and  prices  anyway.  You  will  learn  some¬ 
thing  important  about  dressing  well  and  saving  money. 

Park  Tailoring  Company 

Depl  382  Chicago,  ILL. 


REE 

Gold-plated  haTalllere  and 
Ciiaiu,  pair  Earbobs,  Goid- 
plaicd  Expansion  Bracelet 
with  Im.  Watch,  guaranteed 
quality  and  3  Gold-plated 
Rings  ALU  FREE  for 
selling  only  IS  pieces 
Jewelry  at  10  cents  each. 
Columbia  Novelty  Co. 
l)*'P362®a3tBa*tOD« 


AU  Sf 

THIS  a 


Twv 

Instruments  & 

2  Codes,  with  which  you 

can  Telegraph  from  house  tc 
house  without  wires.  10  CTS. 


UNIVERSAL  CO..  DEPT.  P  Stamford,  Conn 


WONDERFUl^NEW  DEVICE 

guides  your  hand;  corrects 
your  writing  in  a  few  days.  Big 
improvement  in  three  hours. 
No  failures.  Complete  out¬ 
line  EREE.  WriteC.  J.  Ozment, 
Dept.  39  St.  Louis.  Mo. 


BOYS 


AIR 


RIFLE 


This  fine  Kifle  free  for  selling  only  26  pieces  01  our 
Jewelry  at  10c  each.  Jewelry  and  Rifle  sent  prepaid. 

EAGLE  WATCH  CO.,  Dept.365  EAaf  BOSTON,  MASS. 


Or  SNUFF  HABIT 

Cured  or  No  PAY 

No  matter  whether  used  In  pipe,  cigarette, 
cigars,  chewed,  or  used  in  the  form  of  snuff. 
Superha  Tobacco  Remedy  contains  nothing 
injurious,  no  dope,  poisons,  or  habit  form¬ 
ing  drugs.  Guaranteed.  Sent  on  trial.  If 
it  cures  costs  you  one  dollar.  If  it  fails,  or 
If  you  are  not  perfectly  satisfied,  costs  you 
nothing.  Write  for  full  remedy  today. 
■UPEBBA  COMPANY.  MX1.  Baltluor*.  Md, 


You  Wan!  toEarn  BigMoney ! 

And  you  will  not  be  satisfied  unless  you  earn  steady 
promotion.  But  are  you  prepared  for  the  job  ahead 
of  you?  Do  you  measure  up  to  the  standard  that 
insures  success  ?  Tor  a  more  responsible  position  a 
fairly  good  education  ia  necessary.  To  .write  a  sen¬ 
sible  business  letter,  to  prepare  estimates.,  to  figure 
cost  and  to  compute  interest,  you  must  have  a  cer¬ 
tain  amount  of  preparation.  All  this  you  must  be 
"  able  to  do  before  you  will  earn  promotion. 

Many  business  houses  hire  no  men  whose  general 
knowledge  is  npt  e<jual  to  a  high  school  course. 
Why?  Because  big  business  refuses  to  burden  itself 
with  men  who  are  barred  from  promotion  by  the 
lack  of  elementary  education. 

Can  You  Qualify  for  a  Better  Position 

We  have  a  plan  whereby  you  can.  We  oan  give  you 
a  complete  but  simplified  high  school  course  in  two 
years,  giving  you  all  the  essentials  that  form  die 
foundation  pf  practical  business.  Tt  will  prepare 
you  to  hold  your  own  where  competition  is  keen 
ana  exacting.  Do  not  doubt  your  ability,  but  make 
up  your  mind  to  and  you  will  soon  have  the  re- 

Iquirements  that  will  bring  you  success  and  big 
motiey.  YOU  CAN  DO  IT. 

Let  us  show  you  how  to  get- on  the  road  to  success. 
It  will  not  cost  you  a  single  working  hour.  We  ore 
so  sure  of  being  able  to  help  you  that  we  will 
cneerfully  return  to  you,  at  the  end  of  ten  lessons, 
every’  cent  you  sent  us  If  you  are  not  absolutely 
satisfied.  What  fairer  offer  can  we  make  you? 
Write  today.  It  costs  you  nothing  but  a  stamp. 

American  School  of  Correspondence 

Dept.  H.  D.-684  Chicago,  U.  S.  A. 


American  School  of  Correspondence, 


Dept.  H.D.-684,  Chicago,  Ill. 

Explain  how  1  can  qualify  for  positions  checked. 


. . .  .Architect. 

$5,000  to  $15,000 
. . .  .Building  Contractor, 
$5,000  to  $10,000 
....Automobile  Engineer, 
$1,000  to  $10,000 
- Automobile  Repair¬ 
man,  $2,500  to  $1,000 
....Civil  Engineer, 

$5,000  to  $15,000 
....  Structural  Engineer, 
$1,000  to  $10,000 
. . .  .Business  Manager, 

$5,000  to  $15,000 
....  Cert.  Pub.  Account¬ 
ant,  $7,000  to  $15,000 
....Accountant  &  Audi¬ 
tor,  $2,500  to  $7,000 
, . .  .Draftsman — Designer, 
$2,500  to  $4,000 
....Electrical  Engineer, 
$4,000  to  $10,000 
....General  Education, 
In  one  year. 


1  ....Lawyer. 

$5,000  to  $15,000 
. . .  .Mechanical  Engineer. 

$4,000  to  $10,000 
....  Shop  Superintendent 
$3,000  to  $7,000 
....Employment  M’g’r. 

$4,000  to  $10,000 
. . .  Steam  Engineer 

$2,000  to  $4,000 
. . .  .Foreman's  Course. 

$2,000  to  $4,000 
. . .  .Photoplay  Writer. 

$2,1)00  to  $10,000 
....Sanitary  Engineer, 

*2,000  to  $5,000 
. . .  .Telephone  Engineer. 

$2,500  to  $5,000 
. . .  .Telagrsph  Engineer. 

$2,500  to  $5,000 
. . .  .High  School  Gradu¬ 
ate,  V*  V»o  years. 
. . .  .Vhe  Ins.  Expert, 

$3,000  to  $10,000 


Name 


Address 


T)i9n  ’i  \ 


Taking  off  surplus  weight  is 
a  mild  and  pleasant  process  by 
the  Korein  system.  Almost  day 
by  day  you  notice  your  figure 
growing  more  lithe  and  graceful, 
your  features  becoming  more 
youthful,  your  vitality  increas¬ 
ing.  Being  fat  is  so  unnecessary 
when  you  can  reduce  to  your 
normal  weight  without  discom¬ 
fort  or  denying  yourself  the  in¬ 
dulgences  that  make  life  pleasant 
for  you.  You  will  soon  wonder 
why  you  did  not  reduce  long  ago. 


U 


KOREIN  CO.,  NP-103,  Station  F,  NEW  YORK  CITY 


Famous  actresses  on  the  stage  and  in  moving  pictures  use  Oil  of 
Korein  and  follow  the  easy  directions  of  Korein  system,  thereby  keep¬ 
ing  their  figures  attractive  and  their  vitality  normal. 

No  matter  what  your  age  may  be  or  how  stout  you  are,  you  should 
get  the  benefit  of  this  wonderful  system  of  beautifying  the  body  by 
becoming  slender,  graceful,  agile  and  vivacious. 

Go  to  any  busy  drug  store  and  get  a  small  box  of  Oil  of  Korein, 
in  capsules.  Or  if  you  prefer,  you  may  buy  direct  from  headquarters 
by  first  writing  for  our  booklet  entitled  “Reduce  Weight  Happily,” 
which  will  come  to  you  in  plain  wrapper,  postpaid,  free.  With  every 
box  of  Oil  of  Korein  a  $100  Guarantee  is  given;  if  you  do  not  reduce 
your  weight,  it  costs  you  nothing!  Many  reports  of  pleasing  reduction 
of  waistline,  double  chin,  obese  hips,  enlarged  bust,  over-fat  limbs,  etc., 
by  Korein  system.  Held  in  high  esteem  by  readers  of  “Mystery 
Magazine” — men  and  women.  Our  address  is: 


NOW.  JAZZ  ’EH  UP,  BOYS  I  A  HEW  AND  NIFTY  INVENTION 


u-B.PAr.  prricft 


Slide  Fi  i?2-P!cco!o.  played  Instantly.  25c  A6EHTS  WANTED 
8 T K U  A  RT  CO..  3S1K  W.  48ib  St..  N.  Y.  G 


GET  03  THE 

VAUDEVILLE 

I  tell  you  howl  Fascinating  profession. 


STAGE 


yeat V  experLnco  M  both  metWar  and  performer. 
Illustrated  book*  4  ‘All  Aooot  T  aad^vill#, M  IfBKE# 


age  and  oocuvttloo* 


Levers’  Secrets  or  Wooing,  Winning  and  Wedding 

This  book  tolls  bow  to  begin  courting  and  how 
to  get  over  bashfulneas.  The  way  to  write 
love  letters  and  how  to  win  a  girl’s  favor.  The 
way  to  put  the  question  to  her  and  how  to  make 
yourself  agreeable.  You  should  read  this  boolt 


when  committing  matrimony.  25c  Postpaid 


•'I  Ward  Tub.  Co.,  Tilton,  N.  H. 


TO  BOYS 


Seal  iiufcbj 
Itron 


Football. 

ervlceabla 


atronar,  tservtceabia 
Cover,  bast  Rubber  RJadder.  FREE  for 
Belling  VI4packa#ee  or  Bintro  Perfumed 
Irontnjr  Wax  at  lOe  each.  No  trouble  to 
sell.  VFrite  to-day.  Send  no  money. 
F.xtra  preseat  If  voa  order  act?. 

Hin^oCo.  DbdL  BioVhimton.N.Y.  I 


ABOUT  OUR 
STOMACHS 


How  insulting 
we  can  be  to  our 
stomachs  and  get 
away  with  it  is 
well  illustrated  in 
a  report  made  to 
Science  by  Ralph 
C.  Holder,  Clar¬ 
ence  A.  Smith  and 
Philip  B.  Hawk  on 
some  experiments 
they  made  at  Jef- 
f  e  r  s  o  n‘  Medical 
College,  Philadel¬ 
phia. 

Some  students 
were  fed  for  a 
week  on  savory 
food,  carefully 
weighed,  in  an  at¬ 
tractive  room  and 
all  their  excre¬ 
tions  were  weigh¬ 
ed.  Then  for  two 
days  the  same 
kinds  of  food 
were  made  dis¬ 
gusting  by  mix¬ 
ing  together 
meat,  biscuits, 
jelly,  cornstarch, 
o  1  e  o  margarine, 
pudding,  etc.,  in 
a  porcelain  dish 
smeared  with 
charcoal.  This 
they  ate  upon  a 
dirty  table 
strewn  with  dirty 
dishes,  while,  to 
make  the  meal 
repulsive  to  the 
nostrils,  some  in- 
dol  was  sprinkled 
under  the  table. 
One  of  the  stu- 
dents.  could  not 
eat  it,  but  the 
other,  who  man¬ 
aged  to  get  the 
unsavory  mess 
into  his  stomach, 
digested  within 
one  per  cent,  as 
much  of  his 
meals  as  he  had 
when  daintily  fed. 

All  of  which 
proves  that  it  is 
easy  to  insult  the 
stomach  without 
arousing  it  to  hit 
back. 


9^  Set 
In 

Solid  Cold 


Solid  Geld 

Send  Your  Name  and  We’ll 
Send  Yon  a  Lachnite 


TVON’T  send  a  penny .  J  uet  send  your  nmmm  and  say :  Send  ma 
iJ  a  Lachnite  mounted  in  a  solid  fold  ring  cn  10  daya’  free 
trial."  We  will  aend  it  prepaid  right  to  your  home.  When  It 
cornel  merely  deposit  14. To  with  tbs  postman  and  then  wser  the 
rtaff  for  10  full  days.  It  you,  or  It  any  of  your  friends  can  tell 
It  from  a  diamond,  send  it  beck.  But  if  you  dddds  to  buy  it 
—send  us  (2.60  a  month  until  (18.76  has  been  paid. 
nr-Si.  T«dov  Send  your  name  now.  Tell  us  which  of  the 
wme  lOUdJT  solid  sold  rlmrs  Illustrated  abors  yell  wl.b 
(ladies'  or  men's).  Be  sure  to  snad  finger  size. 

Harold Lachman  Co.,  12  N.  Michigan  Ay.  Dept.  2466  Chicago 


made  to  your  meas1 


|wear  it,  show 
yourfriends.lei 


^Could 
$3.00  an 
a  li  1 1  ] 


CAPTURED 
AFTER  15 

YEARS 


Julius  M  aie  r, 
alias  Letter,  a 
former  Sing  Sing 
prisoner  who  has 
been  a  fugitive 
for  fifteen  years, 
has  just  been  re¬ 
captured  and  was 
again  imprisoned 
July  11.  An  odd 
coincidence  land¬ 
ed  him  behind 
bars  again. 

Charles  F.  Rat- 
t  i  g  a  n,  Superin¬ 
tendent  of  Pris¬ 
ons,  sent  S.  J. 
Bergin,  Parole 
Agent,  to  Wash¬ 
ington,  D.  C.,  and 
Bergin  returned 
M  a  i  e  r  to  Sing 
Sing.  Maier’s 
downfall  is  laid 
to  a  similarity  of 
names  and  a  case 
of  mistaken  iden¬ 
tity. 

The  dragnet 
had  been  spread 
by  Federal  au¬ 
thorities  for  an¬ 
other  man  whose 
name  is  Julius 
Letter,  a  tailor. 
The  police 
brought  in  the 
former  Sing  Sing 
prisoner,  who  is 
also  a  tailor. 

In  looking 
through  the 
rogues’  gallery, 
Washington  au¬ 
thorities  found 
the  picture  of 
their  prisoner.  It 
appeared  on  a 
circular  asking 
his  arrest  as  a 
parole  violator 
who  vanished  in 
1905.  So  Supt. 
jRattigan  was  no¬ 
tified  that  the 
I  long-sought  ex¬ 
convict  was  in  the 
toils.  Since  vio¬ 
lating  his  parole 
Maier  has  trav¬ 
eled  all  over 
North  America. 
He  still  owes  the 
I  State  two  years 
Ion  his  old  convic- 
in  New 
forgery. 


xr/>*"  York 


aiiii 


prepaid 


freight 

on  the 

‘RANGER”  ’bicycle  yon^select. 

Write  at  once  for  our  bigmtaloa 
end  special  offers.  Select  from  44 
styles,  colors  and  sizes  In  the 
"RANGE  i?”  line. 

EASY  PAYMENTS  If  desired,  at 
a  small  advance  over  our  Reeular 
Factory-to-Rlder  cash  prices. 

Vou  cannot  afford  to  buy  without 
getting  our  latest  propositions  and 
Pactory-to-  Rider  prices  and  terms. 

Boys,  be  a  “Rider  Agent”  and 
make  big  money  taking  orders  for 
bicycles  and  supplies.  Get  our 
liberal  terms  on  a  sample  to  Intro¬ 
duce  the  new  “RANGER.” 

Tires,  equipment,  sundries  and  everything  in 
the  bicycle  line  at  half  usual  prices.  Write  today. 

MEAD  CYe,-B  eOWYANY 


Oept.  AISft 


Chicago 


On  Soya,  oirit 

Grout  Sport  with 

OLAXOPHONE 


Voice  Thrower 


Throw  your  voice  under  th® 
table,  back  of  a  door.  Into  a 
trunk,  desk  in  School,  any  old 

Slace.  Big  FUN  fooling  Fed- 
lers.  Policeman,  Friends, 
Anybody.  This  Claxophono  la 
a  small  device  that  lays  on  your 
tongue  unseen,  always  ready 
for  use  by  anyone.  Claxophoae  with 
full  instructions;  also  Set  of  Secret 
Writing  Tricks,  all  sent  for  105 


one  dime.  No  stamps 

CLAXO  TRIOX  CO., 

Daot.  S  New  Kaven*  Conf*- 


filEW  SCIENTIFIC  WONDER 


MARVa  MFG.  CO..  D«pt.  13.  NEW  HAVEN.  CONN. 


A  SIX  MONTHS’  SUBSCRIPTION  TO  THE 


BOYS’  MAGAZINE  FOR  ONLY  50  CENTS ! 


By  accepting  this  remarkable  low  price  offer  you 
save  70  cents  over  the  newsstand  price  as  our  price 
PER  COPY  is  20  cents. 

THE  BOYS’  MAGAZINE  is  the  finest  boys’  periodical 
in  America.  Each  issue  contains  from  15  to  22  thrilling 
short  stories,  from  3  to  4  splendid  serial  stories  besides 
a  wealth  of  special  departments  devoted  to  Electricity, 
Mechanics,  Wireless,  Popular  Science,  Athletics  and 
Physical  Training.  Editorials,  Stamp  and  Coin  Collect¬ 
ing.  Review  of  New  Boys’  Books,  Moving  Picture  Plays 
and  Players,  Storic3  by  Boys,  Debating,  Outdoor  Sports, 
Amateur  Photography,  Talks  with  Parents,  Boys  Who 
Are  Winning  Business  Success,  etc.,  etc.  Besides  all 
this  we  are  now  publishing,  in  each  issue,  a  large  num¬ 
ber  of  illustrated  jokes  drawn  by  the  best  professional 
comic  artists  in  America. 

Send  only  CO  cents  today  (send  stamps  if  more  con¬ 
venient)  and  we’ll  enter  your  subscription  at  once. 

You  are  not  taking  the  slightest  chance  AS  WE 

Will  refund  y'our  money  immediately  should 

you  not  be  more  than  pleased  with  THE  BOYS’ 
MAGAZINE.  Our  firm  is  incorporated  for  $200,000.00 
under  the  laws  of  the  State  of  Pennsylvania.  Every 
banker  and  publisher  in  America  will  tell  you  we  are 
ABSOLUTELY  RELIABLE. 

So  send  along  your  subscription  and  if  THE  BOYS’ 
MAGAZINE  doesn’t  far  exceed  your  expectations  we’ll 
refund  your  money  promptly  and  without  question. 

Address:  The  Scott  F.  Redfield  Co.,  Inc. 

5040  Main  St.,  Smethport,  Pa. 


THE  BOYS’  MAGAZINE  is  on20sac1eenaut  £1U?yT'8tands 


COR 

FR 


Genuine  Song-o-phone  cornet,  solid  metal, 
highly  polished.  Any  one  can  play  it.  Given 
for  Helling  25  Jewelry  Novelties  at  10c  each. 

Eagle  Watch  Co.,  Dept.  364,  E.  Boston,  Mass. 


EARN 


PHONOGRAPH 


Beautifully  flnlihed,  nickel  winding 
spring  motor,  speed  regulator, 
stop  lever.  New  improved  sound 
box  with  mica  diaphragm,  makes 
perfect  reproductions  of  all  kinds 

of  music.  A  MARVELOUS 
Machine  in  every  way  Delight¬ 
ed  thousands  of  homes. 

NO  MONEY 


ustyour  name, and  we  will 
6end  you  24  of  our  Ars  Pictures  to 
dispose  of  on  epecial  offer  at  25« 
each.  Send  ns  the  (6  you  collect 
and  we  will  send  thie  new  im¬ 
proved  E.  D.  L.  Phonograph  and 
•  selection  of  8  records  free. 
C.  D.  LIFE, Oept.  ST4S  Chleag® 


.in  the  latest  style, 
rould  you  keep  and 
show  it  to 
them%, 

eee  our  beau¬ 
tiful  samples 
and  splendid 
new  styles  ? 
you  use 
an  hour  for 
1 1 1  e  spat  a 
time?  Every 
tailorinrr3£®nt, 
send  Jt-r  our 
wonderful  new 

a  letter  cc 

postal  and  say,  " Send  me  your  new  special  offer,”  I  will 
send  you  our  big  new  book  of  samples  and  styles  to  pick 
from  and  my  new,  special  offer,  all  ire®.  Even  if  you 
don’t  care  to  be  agent,  send  anyway,  and  learn  how  to 
get  all  your  own  clothes  FREE.  Address 
v  L.  E.  ASHER,  President 

BANNER  TAILORING  CO. 

Dept  701  Chicago,  ILL 


ALL 


FREE 


Gold-pkited  I.aval  Here  and 
Chaiu,  pair  Karbobe,  Gold- 
plated  Expansion  li  raced  ot 
with  Im.tYatcb,guarante*<l 
quality  and  3  Gold-plated 
Rings  ALL  FREE  for 
selling  only  15  pieces 
Jewelry  st  10  cents  each. 

Columbia  Novelty  Co. 
Dcn.|(Jf{*?astllo»tun,  Dim, 


OLD  COINS  WANTED 

$$2  to  $500  EACH  paid  for  Hundreds  of 
Coins  dated  before  1805.  Keep  ALL  old 
Moftey.  You  may  have  Coins  v*orth  a 
Large  Premium.  Send  10e.  for  new 
Illustrated  Coin  Value  Hook,  size  4x1*. 
Get  Posted  at  Once. 

CLARKE  COIN  CO..  Bov  35,  l.e  Roy,  N.  Y. 


MOUSTACHE  I 


To  accelerate  the  growth  of  a  Moustache  dm  KOTALHO. 
small  box  will  be  mailed  for  25  cents;  a  large  box,  fot 
00.  Postpaid  in  plain  package.  Fine  reports  froa 
many  users.  Rend  cash  or  stamps  to  John  Hart  Brifr 
150  East  J2d  Rt.  (IiC-105).  New  York,  N.  Y. 


Cured  His  RUPTURE 


PLUCK  AND  LUCK 


I  was  badly  ruptured  while  lifting  a  trunk 
several  years  ago.  Doctors  said  my  only 
hope  of  cure  was  an  operation.  Trusses  did 
me  no  good.  Finally,  I  got  hold  of  some¬ 
thing  that  quickly  and  completely  cured  me. 
Years  have  passed  and  the  rupture  has 
never  returned,  although  I  am  doing  hard 
work  as  a  carpenter.  There  was  no  opera¬ 
tion,  no  lost  time,  no  trouble.  I  have  noth¬ 
ing  to  sell,  but  will  give  full  information 
about  how  you  may  find  a  complete  cure 
without  operation,  if  you  write  to  me,  Eu¬ 
gene  M.  Pullen,  Carpenter,  301G  Marcellus 
Avenue,  Manasquan,  N.  J.  Better  cut  out 
this  notice  and  show  it  to  any  others  who 
are  ruptured — you  may  save  a  life  or  at 
least  stop  the  misery  of  rupture  and  the 
worry  and  danger  of  an  operation.  _ 


n.4-5  n-  *  • - LATEST  ISSUES - 

1144  oTu,!1 BaBd  °*  Dismai 

College  yS  Sch0“1  «r.  The  Boy  Rebels  of  Kiogao 

Jack  Lever,  tlie  i  ounc  Emrinpor  nf  TTArfTT^ •  _ 

With  the  Night  Express  g  01d  F°  tj  ;  or'  0n  Tlm* 


11 H  The  Ro!-llpPrE;r0r'  In  Search  of  the  North  Pole. 

■»  s  fsastRass.**. 


B!S  YflLSE  for  10  D»s. 


G  Songs,  -words  and  music;  25  Pic¬ 
tures  Pretty  Cirls ; 40  Ways  to  Make 
Money;  1  Joke  Book;  1  Book  on 
Love;l  Magic  Book;  1  Book  better 
Writing;  1  Dream  Book  and  For¬ 
tune  Teller  ;1  Cook  Book;  1  Base 
Ball  Book,  gives  rules  for  games;  1 
Toy  Maker  Book;  Language  of 
Flowers;  1  Morse  Telegraph  Alpha¬ 
bet;  12  Chemical  Experiments; 
J’Magic  Age  Table;  Great  North  Pole 

- — Game :100  Conundrums;  3  Puzzles; 

12  Games ;  30  Verses  for  Autograph  Albums.  All 
the  above  bv  mail  for  10  cts.  and  »  cts.  postage, 
fifty  AT,  SALtS  CO.,  Box  20 »  Sooth  Norwaik,  Coni. 


SORENESS  HEALED 


1151s!ouldS0S°trapS?,m’  the  Yankee  Boy  Sam;  or.  Winging  H1, 
1102  Ton.  Training  Boy  Fireman  of  the  Fast  Express;  or,  Aiwa,, 

nr'  Iv m  1 


at 


1153  We  Three;  or.  The  White  Bov  cuo™,,  , 

1154  JT?fpoIli*)ard’  tLe  Yankee  Mkldy-  <A  Story  of  Utlfen’War  With 

1155  1mm1Senat°r’S  B°y;  °r’  The  Early  StruSS^  of  a  Great  States- 


kIt  Cars°n  oo  a  Mysterious  Trail;  or,  Branded  a  Renegade 

1157  The  Lively  Eight  Social  Club:  or,  From  Cider  to  Rim 

1158  The  Dandy  of  the  School;  or.  The  Boys  of  Bay  HilT 

ii5-n  ^Ut,in  Ul,;  ^^ets;  A  Story  of  High  and  Low  Life  in  New  York 
iie?  .Vi‘.Plailt  *be  ),omig  Leader  of  the  Forlorn  Hope.  *' 

11G1  3  ;  or.  I  he  Ten  Treasure  Houses  of  the  Tartar  Kin- 
11G2  Railroad  Rob;  or.  The  Train  Wreckers  of  the  West.  ' 

1163  A  Millionaire  at  IS;  or,  The  American  Boy  Croesus. 


For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on 
receipt  of  price,  7  cents  per  copy,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  by 

HARRY  E.  WOLFF,  Pub-,  ICG  West  23d  St..  New  York. 


OUR  TEN-CENT  HAND  BOOKS 


Sore  or  open  legs,  ulcers,  enlarged  veins, 
eczema  healed  while  you  work.  Write  for 
free  book  and  describe  your  own  case. 

A.  C.  Liepe,  1457  Green  Bay  Av„ Milwaukee,  Wis. 


r 

Hi  Amazingly  oaay 
K  simplified  system  in  world.  Used  in  Army,  Navy. 
Ei  courts;  by  professional  and  businessmen  ana  women, 
secretaries,  stenographer*,  typists— everybody.  Inex- 
<*pensive.  Spare  time  study,  like  pastime.  Write  for 
proof  FRXE  LESSONS  <--4  TTonae  Study  Brochure  to 
KING  INSTITUTE,  EG-1 03  Station  F.  New  York.  N.Y. 


BOYS  AIR  RIFLE 


This  fine  Kilie  free  for  selling  only  25  pieces  of  our 
Jewelry  at  10c  each.  Jewelry  and  Rifle  sent  prepaid. 
EAGLE  WATCH  CO..  Deni,  4GS  PAa  f  ROSTQ N.  MASS. 


Write  for  Free  Book  and  test!- 

COMPANY, 
4518  West  63rd  8 treat,  Chios**, 


Rheumatism 


A  Remarkable  Homo  Treatment 
Given  by  One  Who  Had  It 


In  tho  Spring  of  1803  I  was  attacked  by  Muscu¬ 
lar  and  Inflammatory  Itheumatism.  1  suffered  aa 
only  those  who  have  it  know,  for  over  three  years 
I  tiled  remedy  after  remedy,  and  doctor  after 
tloctor,  but  such  relief  as  I  received  was  onlv  tem¬ 
porary.  Finally  I  found  a  remedy  that  cured  me 
completely,  and  it  has  never  returned.  I  have 
given  It  to  a  number  who  worn  terribly  afflicted 
J®d  eY®n  4  bedridden  with  rheumatism,  some  of 
them  70  to  80  years  old.  and  results  were  the 
same  as  in  my  own  case.  ule 

I  want  every  sufferer  from  any  form  of  rhen- 

rw?  t0  try  U,lis  mar»elous  healing  power. 

,*?  t  send,  a  cent;  simply  mail  your  name  on.i 
address  and  I  will  send  it  free  to  ££  After  vou 
!'a'0  ,U8®d  R  ar>d  It  has  proven  itself  to  bo  that 

UmSf  dBafisfiedWto  kndUitmi°8nn’t 

f°*at  falr?  ..Why  suffer  any  longer  when  relief  i- 
thus  offered  you  free.  Don’t  delay.  Write  t!oda? 

8yr^ksoHN.Ja^kSOQ*  No*  803G*  Hurston  Bldg,. 


Ko.  35.  HOW  TO  FLAY  GAMES.— A  complete  «ind  useful  liftls 
book,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  Karate ni 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc  ’ 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS.— Containing  all  the 
leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches  and 
witty  sayings. 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR.-A  Wonderful 
book,  containing  useful  and  practical  information  in  the  treatment 
of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  every  family.  Abound¬ 
ing  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general  complaints 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY,  PIGEONS  AND 
RABBITS. — A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illustrated 

No.  40.  HOW7  TO  MAKE  AND  SET— TRAPS. — Including  hints  on 
liow  to  -catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  birds  Also 
how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated. 

No.  41.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END  MEN’*  JOKE  BOOK  - 
Containing  a  great  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  bv  the  most 
famous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  without  this 
wonderful  little  book. 

No.  42.— THE  BOYS  OF  NEW7  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER.— Con 
taining  a  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro.  Dutch  and 
Irish.  Also  end  men’s  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amusement 
and  amateur  shows. 

No.  43.  HOW7  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN. — Containing  the  grand¬ 
est  assortment  of  magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  the  nublio. 
Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc. 

No.  44.  HOW  TO  WRITE  IN  AN  ALBUM. — A  grand  collection  of 
Album  Verses  suitable  for  any  time  and  occasion,  embracing  Lines 
of  Love,  Affection,  Sentiment,  Humor.  Respect,  and  Condolence,  also 
Verses  Suitable  for  Valentines  and  Weddings. 

No.  46.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEAV  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE  AND 
JOKE  BOOK. — Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every  hoy 
should  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  organiz¬ 
ing  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sect  to  any  address  o» 
receipt  of  price,  10c.  per  copy,  or  3  for  25c„  in  money  or  postal* 
stamps,  by 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Pub..  168  West  23d  St.,  New  York, 


Mr.  Jackson  ia  responsible.  Above  statement  true. 


HOWTO  MAKE  LOVE 


KNEW  BOOK)  Tells  how  to  Get 
[Acquainted;  How  to  Begin  Courtship 
.How  to  Court  a  Bashful  Girl;  to  Woo  a 
[  Widowjto  win  an  Heiress;  how  to  catch 
a  Rich  Bachelor;  how  to  manage  your 
beau  to  make  him  propose:how  totnaks 
your  fellow  or  girl  love  you;  what  to  do 
before  and  after  the  wedding.  Tells 
other  things  necessary  for  Lovers  to 

_ _ _  know.  Sample  copy  by  mall  10  Cents. 

JttOXAL  800S  CO*  •  W.  Honr«I*. 


